
W FT.r.j I can see why you didn't want me to see 
the ending first. I never would have stayed in 
the theater if I’d seen that ending. And you wanted, 
to see that again? God, I hope if you ever mite any- 
thing it won’t be like that.” 

"I hope if I ever tvrite anything it affects somebody 
the way this affected you,” said jimmy. 

“I suppose you think that’s good. I mean good 
tvriting,” said Isabel. “Where shall we go?” 

“Are you hungry?” 

“No, but I’d like a drink. One cocktail. Is that 
understood?” 

“Always. Always one cocktail. That's ahvays unde’' 
stood. I know a place I’d like to take you to, but I’t 
a little afraid to.” 

“Why, is it tough?” 

“It isn’t really tough. I mean it doesn’t look tough, 
and the people— well, you don't think you're in die 
Racquet Club, but unless you know where you are, I 
mean unless you’re tipped off about what the place 
has, what its ^stinction is, it’s Just another speakeasy, 
and right now if I told you what its distinguishing 
characteristic is, you wouldn’t tvant to go there." 

“Well, then let’s not go there,” she said. “Wliat is 
peculiar about the place?” 

“It’s where the Chicago mob hangs out in New 
York.” 

“Oh, well, then by all means let’s go there. That is, 
if it’s safe.” 
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"No," said Malloy. "Piano." 

"Oh, pifrno. That means I mix drinks,” said the boy 
at the piano. 

"Yes, I guess it does after you hear Sylvia," said 
Malloy. 

“As good as that?” said the trombone player, 

"Go ahead, Sylvia,” said Malloy. 

"1 ought to have another drink first” 

"Give her another drink," said Eddie. “Here, have 
mine." 

She gulped his drink and took off her rings an d 
handed them to Malloy. "Don't forget where they came 
from,” she said. '"And a cigarette.” Malloy lit a dg- 
arette for her and she took two long drags. 

"She better be good,” said one roommate to the 
otiier. 


Then with her two tiny hands she hit three chords, 
all in the bass, one, two. three. "Jee-zuzzl” yelled the 
Californians, and got up and stood behind her. 

She played for an hour. While she played one thing 
the Californians would be making lists for her to play 
when she got finished. At the end of the hour she 
•svanted to stop and they would not let her. "All right,” 
she said. Til do my impressions. My first impression 
is Vincent Lopez playing ‘Nola.’ ” 

“All right, you can quit,” said Eddie. 

“None too soon,” she said. "Where is the little 
girls’ room, quick." 

‘mat does she do? Who is she? mat does she do 
for a living?” the Californians wanted to know. 

"She's a comparison shopper at Macy’s,” said Mal- 
loy. 

‘mat is that?” 

“A comparison shopper;’ said Malloy. "She goes 
around Ae other stores finding out if they're under- 
selling Macy’s, that's all" 

hpr?^'^«W ^ 

uerr said the piano plaj'er. 
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O N THIS Sunday morning in May, this girl who later 
was to be the cause of a sensation in New York, 
awoke much too early for her night before. One min- 
ute she was asleep, the next she was completely awake 
and dmnped into despair. It was the kind of despair 
that she had known perhaps tivo thousand timps be- 
fore, there being 365 mornings in a calendar year. In 
general the cause of her despair was remorse, two 
kinds of it: remorse because she knew that whatever 
she was going to do next would not be any good 
either. The specific causes of these minutes of terror 
and loneliness were not always the words or deeds 
which seemed to be the causes. Now, this year, she 
had come pretty far. She had come far enough to 
recognize t^t what she had done or said last night 
did not stand alone. Her behavior of a given night be- 
fore, which she was liable to blame for the despair of 
any today, frequently was bad, but frequently was not 
bad enough to account for the extreme depth of her 
despair. She recognized, if only vaguely and thdn only 
after conquering her habit of being dishonest ■with 
herself, that she had got into the habit of despair. She 
had come far away from original despair, because she 
had hardened herself into the habit of ignoring the 
original, basic cause of all the despair she could have 
in her lifetime. 

There was one cause. 

But for years she had hardened herself against 
thinking of it, in the hope of pushing it away from 
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her and dramng herself arvay from it. And so morn- 
ings would come, sometimes ^ afternoons, and she 
would awake in despair and fcepn to wonder what 
she had done before going to sleep that made her so 
full of terror today. She would recollect and for a 
fraction of a fraction of a second she- would think, 
“Oh, yes, I remember,” and build up an explanation . 
on the recollection of the recognizably bad thing she 
had done. And then would follow a period of in- 
ward cursing and screaming, of whispering vile self- 
accusation, There was nothing she knew of that she 
would not call herself during these fierce rages of self- 
accusation, She would whisper and whisper the tilings 
men say to other men when they want to indte to 
kill. In time this would exhaust her physically,' ^d 
that left her in a state of weak defiance— but not so 
weak that it would seem weak to anyone else. To 
anyone else she was defiance; but she knew that it 
was only going on. You just go on. 

For one thing, you get up and get dressed. On this 
Sunday morning she did something she often did, 
wliich gave her a little pleasure. The drawstring of 
the pajamas she was wearing had come undone in the 
night, and she opened the pajamas and laughed. She 
said to herself: “I wonder where he is.” 

She got out of bed, bolding the pajamas to her, 
and she was unsteady and her body was pretty drunk, 
but she ivalked all over the apartment and could not 
find him. It iras a large apartment. It had one large 
room, with a grand piano and a lot of heavy, family 
furniture and in one comer of that room, where 
there was a bookshelf, there were a lot of enlarged 
snapshots of men and women and boys and girls on 
horseback or standing beside saddle horses. There was 
one snapshot of a girl in a tandem cart, a hackney 
hitched to it, but if you looked carefully you could' 
see that there %vas a tiestrap, probably held by a 
groom who was not in the picture. There ivere a few 
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prize ribbons in picture frames, blues from a Connect- 
icut county fair. Some pictures of ^nclits, whidi, had 
she examined them carefully, tlie girl tvould have dis- 
covered were not many yachts but duplicate snapshots 
of the same Sound Inter-Club yacht One picture of 
an eight-oared shell, manned; and one picture of an 
oarsman holding a sweep. This picture she inspected 
closely. His hair was cut short, he %vas wearing short 
heavy woolen socks, a cotton shirt with three buttons 
at the neck, and a small letter over the heart and his 
trunks' were bunched in the very center by his jock 
strap and what was in it. She was surprised that he 
would have a picture like that hanging in this room, 
where it must be seen by growing girls. "But they’d 
never recognize him from that picture unless someone 
told them who it was.” 

There was a dining-room almost as large as the first 
room. The room made her think of meats vrith thick 
gravy on them. There were four bedrooms besides 
the one tvhere she had slept. Two of them were girls’ 
bedrooms, the third a servant’s room and the fourth 
was a woman's bedroom. In this she lingered. 

She went through the closets and looked at the 
clothes. She looked at the bed, neat and cool. She took 
whiffs of the bottles on the dressing table, and then 
she opened another closet door. The first thing she 
saw was a mink coat, and it was the only thing she 
really saw. 

She left the room and went back to his room and 
picked up her things; her shoes and stockings, her 
panties, her evening gown. "Well, I can’t wear that. I 
can’t go out looking like that. I can’t go out in broad 
daylight %vearing an evening go’ivn and coat.” The 
evening coat, more accurately a cape, was lying -ivhere 
it had been carefully laid in a chair. But when she 
took a second look at the evening gown she remem- 
bered more vividly the night before. The evening 
gotvn was tom, ripped in half down the front as 
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far as tiie waist. .“The son of a bitch.” She threw the 
gown on , the floor of one of his closets and she took 
off her pajamas— his pajamas. She took a shower and 
dried herself slowly and with many towels, which she 
threw on the batliroom floor, and then she took his 
tooth brush and put it under the hot water faucet. 
The water was too hot to touch, and she guessed it 
was hot enough to sterilize the brush. This made her 
laugh: "I go to bed with him and take a chance on 
getting anything, but I sterilize his tooth brush.” She 
brushed her teeth and used a mouth wash, and she 
mixed herself a dose of fruit salts and drank it 
pleasurably. She felt a lot better and would feel still 
better soon. The despair %vas going away. Noiv that 
she knew what *e bad thing was that she was going 

m about it Shi 

could hardly -wait to do it 

panties and shoes and stockings 
and she brushed her hair and made up her fac^sS 
sed httle make-up. She opened a closet dSr and put ' 
her. hand in the pockets of his evening clothes but 
did not find what she wanted. She found S Se 
wanted, agarettes, in a case in she 

chest of drawers. She lit ^ 

On the kitchen table was an envpl''^"*^ kitchen, 
in her earlier round of the apartaenV «Glo‘^ 
ivTitten in a round backhpn^^ f i was 

She pulled open the 
tightly held to^the enveloL^'an'J 

twenty-doIlarbillsandanS "n 

evening goira. i have to go to’th^m 

you Tuesday or WednX w ” 

she sard, aloud. ^ telling me,” 

almost idenS bla^^ felt 

f e put one on. 'M Si/nkT - 

the country- and lost it.” She was^ ‘o 

^ of herself as a 
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comic spectacle in shoes and stockings, panties, black 
hat, “But we’ll soon fix that." She returned to tlie 
woman’s closet and took out the mink coat and got 
into it. She then went to his bedroom and put the 
sixty dollars in her small crystal-covered evening bag. 
She was all set. 

On the way out of the apartment she stopped and 
looked at herself in a full length mirror in tlie foyer. 
She was amused. “If it wasn’t Spring this would be 
just dandy. But— not bad anyrvay." 

She was amused going dotvn in the elevator. The 
elevator operator wasn’t handsome, but he %vas tall 
and young, a German, obviously. It amused her to 
think of what would happen to his face if she opened 
the mink coat. "Shall I get you a taxi, Miss?” he said, 
■without turning all the way around. 

"Yes, please," she said. He tvould not remember her 
if anyone asked him to describe her. He would re- 
member her as pretty, as giving the impression of 
being pretty, but he would be a bad one to ask for a 
good description. All he would remember would be 
that she was wearing a mink coat, and anyone who 
wanted to get a description of her would know already 
that she had been wearing a mink coat. That would 
be the only reason anyone would, ask him for a de- 
scription of her. He was not the same man who had 
been running the elevator when she came in the apart- 
ment house the night before; that had been an oldish 
man who did not take his uniform cap off in the eleva- 
tor, She remembered the cap. And so this young man 
naturally did not question her wearing a mink coat 
now instead of the velvet coat she had worn coming 
in. Why, of coursel He probably didn’t even know 
what apartment she had come from. 

She waited for him to precede her to the big iron- 
and-glass doors of the house, and watched him hold- 
ing up Ids finger for a taxi. She decided against tip- 
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pinK him for this little service-tltat would make him 
Temember her-and she got in the taxi and sat back in 
the comer where he could not see her. 

“Where to. Ma’am?" said the driver. 

"Washington Square. I’ll tell you where to stop. 
She would direct him to one o£ the Washington 
Square apartment houses and pay him off, and then 
go in and ask for a fictitious person, and stall long 
enough for the driver of this taxi to have gone away. 
Then she would come out and take another taxi to 
Horatio Street. She would pay a surprise call on 
, Eddie. Eddie would be burned up, because he prob- 
ably would have a girl there; Sunday morning. She 
was in good spirits and as soon as she got rid of this 
cab she would go to Jack’s and buy a quart of Scotch 
to take to Eddie and Eddie’s girl. At the comer of 
Madison the driver almost stmck a man and girl, and 
tlie man yelled and the driver yelled back. “Go on, 
spit in tlteir eye,’’ called Gloria. 


In the same neighborhood another girl was sitting 
at one end of a rather long refectory table. She was 
smoking, reading the paper, and. every once in a: 
while she would lay ^e dgarette in an ash tray 
and, -with her free hand, rub the damp short hair at 
the back of her neck. The rest of her hair was dry, 
but there was a line deep in the skin of her head and 
neck tliat showed tvhere a bathing cap had been. She 
would mb her hair, trying to dry it, then she would 
wipe her fingers on the shoulder part of her dressing 
gown, and her fingers would slide along the front of 
her body and halt at her breast. She would hold her 
hand so that it partly covered her breast and the 
fingers rested under her arm, in the arm-pit. Then 
she would have to turn a page of the paper and she 
u'ould pick up the dgarette again and for a while 
she would hold it until the heat of the lighted end 

6 



BUTTERFIELD 8 

%vamed her that it -vvas. time to get a shorter hold on 
the cigarette or get btimed fingers. She ^vonid put it 
in the ash tray and start all over again wth the rub- 
bing of the hair at the back of her neck. 

Presently she got up and was gone from the room. 
When she came back she was naked except for a 
brassifeia.. and panties. She did not go back to the 
table, but stood on one foot and knelt with the other 
knee on a chair and looked out the windows that ran 
the length of the room. She was in this position when 
a bell rang, and she went to the kitchen. 

"Hello. . . . Ask him to come up, please.” 

She walked hurriedly to the bedroom and came out 
pulling a cashmere sweater over her shoulders and 
wearing a tweed skirt, light wool stockings and brogue 
shoes tvith Scotch tongues that flapped a little. An- 
other bell rang, and she went to the door. 

“Greetings. Greetings, greetings, and greetings. How 
is Miss Stannard? How is Miss Stannard.” 

“Hello, Jimmy,” said the girl. She closed the door, 
and imme^ately he took her in his arms and kissed 
her. 

"Mm. No response," he said. He tossed his hat in a 
chair and sat down before she did. He offered her a 
cigarette by gestmre and she declined it with a shake 
of her head 

“Coffee?” she said 

“Yes, I’ll have some coffee if it's any good.” 

“Well. I made it and I drank two cups of it It’s fit 
to drink, at least” 

“Ah, but you made it I doubt if you’d throw away 
coffee you made yourself.” 

"Do you want some or don’t you?” 

“Just a touch. Just one cup of piping hot jawer 
for the gentleman in the blue suit” 

"How about the blue suit? Didn't you get mat's 
His Name’s car? I thought we were going to tlie coun- 
try.” She looked dosvn at her o%sm clothes and then 

7 



JOHN O’HARA 


at his. He had on a blue serge suit and white starthed 
collar and black shoes. “Did you get a job m Wall 

Street since I last saw you?" _ 

"1 did not That goes for both questions, I oiu not 
eet the car from Norman Goodman, not What s His 
Name. You met him the night we went to Michel’s 
and you called him Noman. And as for my getting a 
job in Wall Street— well, I won’t even answer that 
Norman phoned me last night and said he had to 
drive his father to a circumcision or something.” 


“Is his father a rabbi?” 

“Oh— don’t be so-no, dear. His father is not a 
rabbi, and I made that up about the circumcision.” 
. “What are we going to do? You didn’t get someone 
else’s car, I take it Such a grand day to go to the 


country.” 

“I am in the chips. I thought we could go to the 
Plaza for breakfast, but seeing as you’ve had break- 
fast I’m supposed to be covering a sermon, but I 
should cover a Protestant sermon on a nice day like 
this. I don’t know why they ever send me anyway. 
They get the sermons at the ofEce, and all I ever do 
is go to the damn church and then I go back to the 
office and copy the sermon or paste it up. All I do is 
write a lead, like ‘The depression has awakened the 
faith of the American people, according to the Rev- 
erend Makepeace John Meriwether, don't spell it ivith 
an a or you’re fired, rector of Grace Methodist Epis- 
copal Free Patrick’s Cathedral.' And so on. May I have 
some. cream?”. 

“I’m afraid I’ve used up all the cream. Will milk 
do?” 


Damn, you have a nice figure, Isabel. Move around 
some more. Walk over to the rvindow.” 

“I trill not.” She sat dotvn. “What do you really 
contemplate doing?” 

“No Plaza? Not even when I’m in the chips?” 
Why are you rich?” 
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"I sold something to the New Yorker" 

“Oh, reaUy? mat?" 

"Well, about a month ago I was on a story up near 
Grant’s Tomb and I discovered this houseboat colony 
across the river. People live there in these houseboats 
all tvinter long. They have gas and electricity and 
lights and radios, and all winter the houseboats are 
mounted on piles, wooden piles. Then in the Spring 
they get a tug to tow them out to Rockaway or some 
such place, and they live out there all summer. I 
thought it would make a good story for the Talk of 
the Totvn department, so I found out all about it 
and sent it in, and yesterday I got a check for 
thirty-six dollars, which comes in mighty handy. They 
want me to do some more for them.” 

"You’re going to do it, aren’t you?” 

“I guess so. Of course I can’t do a great deal, be- 
cause believe it or not I have a job, and the novel.” 

"How’s the novel coming?” 

“Like Santa Claus. And you know about Santa 
Claus.” 

"I think I’ll leave you.” 

“Permanently?” 

"A few more like that last one and yes, perma- 
nently. Such a lovely day to go to the country.” She 
got up and stood at the window. "Look at those men. 

I never get tired of watching them." 

“^Vhat men? I'm too comfortable to get up and look 
at men. You tell me about them.” 

"The men rvith the pigeons. They stay up on the 
roof all day, every Sunday, and chase the pigeons off. 
Our maid said the idea is that a man has a flock of 
pigeons, say eighteen, and the reason he chases them 
off is that he hopes that when they come back there’ll 
be nineteen or nventy. A pigeon or two from another 
flock gets confused and joins them, and increases the 
man’s flock. It isn’t exactly stealing.” 

“But you won’t have breakfast at the Plaza?” 
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“I’ve had breakfast, and I’ll bet you have too. 

“As much as I ever have. Orange juice, toast and 
marmalade, coffee. I just thought we’d have kidneys 
and stuff, omelette, fried potatoes. Like the English. 
But if you don’t want to, we won’t. I just thought 
it’d be fun, or at least different.” 

“Some other time. But I'll dress and we can spend 
your money some other way, if you insist.” 

“I am not unmindful of the fact that I owe you ten 
dollars.” 

"We’ll spend that first. Now I’ll go dress.” 

He picked up a few sections of the paper. “The 
Times!” he shouted. “You’ll never see my stories in 
the Times. What’s the idea?” But she had closed the 
door of the bedroom. In ten minutes she reappeared. 
"Mm. Nice. Nice. Mm.” 

"Like it?” 

"It’s the best dress I’ve ever seen. And the hat, too. 
It’s a cute little hat. I think girls’ hats are better this 
year than they’ve ever been. They’re so damn cute. I 
guess it has something to do with the way they do 
their hair.” 

"I guess it has a whole lot to do svith the way they 
do their hair. Mine's still damp and looks like the 
math of God, and that’s your fault, I wouldn’t have 
taken a shower if I’d known we weren’t going to the 
country. I'd have had a real bath and wouldn’t have 
got my hair wet. Remind me to stop at a drug 
store—” 

"Darling, I’m so glad!” 

“—for a decent bathing cap. Jimmy, before we go, I 
want to tell you again, for tlie last time you’ve got to 
stop saying things like that to me. I’m not your mis- 
tress, and I’m not a girl off the streets, and I’m not 
accustomed to being talked to that way. It isn’t funny, 
and no one else talks that way to me. Do you talk 
that way to the women on newspapers? Even if you 
do I’m sure they don’t really like it all the time. You- 
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can’t admire my dress without going into details 
about my figure, and—" 

"Why in. the name of Christ should I? Isn't the 
whole idea of the dress to show off your figure? Why 
does it look well on you? Because you have nice 
breasts and everything else. Now God damn it, why 
shouldn’t I say so?" 

"I think you’d better go.” She took off her hat and 
sat dmvn. 

“All right. I’ll go.” He picked up his hat and 
walked heavily dorvn the short hall to the door of the 
apartment. But he did not open the door. He put 
his hand on the knob, and then turned around and 
came back. 

“I didn't say anything,” she said. 

*T know. And you didn’t move. I know. You know 
I could no more walk out that door than I could walk 
out those windows. Will you please forgive me?” 

"It will happen all over again, the same thing, the 
same way, same reason. And then you’ll come back 
and ask me to forgive you, and I svill. And every time 
I do, Jimmy, I hate myself. Not because I forgive you, 
but because I hate those words, I hate to be talked 
to that way, and I know, I know the only reason you 
do talk to me like that is because I am the kind of 
girl you talk to that way, and that’s what I hate. 
Knowing that.” 

"Darling, that’s not true. You’re not any kind of girl. 
You’re you, Isabel. And won’t you ever believe me 
when I tell you what I’ve told you so often? That no 
matter what we do, whenever I see you like this, in the 
morning, in the daytime, when there are other people 
—I can’t believe that you’re my girl. Or that you ever 
were. And you're so lovely in that dress, and hat. I'm 

sorry I’m the way I am.” „ 

“You wouldn’t talk to Lib that way. Or Caroline. 

"I wouldn’t talk to them any way. I couldn’t be an- 
noyed Let’s go before I say something else wong.” 
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“All right. Kiss me. Not hard.” She put out her 
hand and he pulled her out of the chair until she 

stood dose to him. _ . t ' ' 

“I have to kiss you hard. Me not kiss you hard?, im- 
possible.” He laughed. . 

“Not quite impossible,” she said. “There are times. 

She laughed. 

“Now I don’t want to go," he said. 

“We’re going. See if I have my key.” She rummaged 
in her bag. “Yep. Lipstick, Jimmy. Here, I’ll do it. 
Me your handkerchief. There.” 

He held the door open for her and rvith his free 
hand he made as if to take a ivhack at her behind, 
but he did not touch her. She rang for the elevator 
and after it groaned and whirred a while the door 
opened. 

“Good morning, Miss Stannard,” said the elevator 
inan. 

“Good morning,” she said. They got in and tlie car 
began its descent, but stopped one floor beloiv, and a 
man and woman got in. The man ivas precisely the 
same height as the woman, which made him seem 
smaller. 

"Good morning, Mr. Farley, Mrs. Farley,” said the 
elevator man. 

“Good morning,” said the Farleys. 

None of the passengers looked at one another. They 
looked at the elevator man’s shoulders. No one spoke 
until the ground floor was reached, then Isabel smiled 
and allowed Mrs. Farley to leave the car first, then she 
followed, then Farley nodded to the open door and 
indicated trith his eyes that Jimmy should go first— 
and was obviously surprised when Jimmy did go first.' 
. But the Farleys beat them to the door and the doorman 
was standing there with tire large door of tlreir car 
open for them. The car, a Packard four-passenger 
convertible, sounded like some kind of drallenge of 
■ us 
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power, and not unlike the exhaust o£ a speedboat 
gurgling into the ivater. 

“And to think we walk while punks like those peo- 
ple ride in a wagon like that. Never mind, all that 
will be changed, all that tvill be changed. I guess you 
know who made the loudest noise in Union Square the 
day before yesterday.” 

“I guess I do,” said Isabel. 

'T don't think I like your tone. Somehow, I don’t 
quite like your tone,” but he began to whistle and she 
began to sing: “Take me back to Man-hattan, that 
dear-old, dirty, to^vn.” 

At Madison Avenue they were almost struck by a 
huge Paramount taxi, and when Jimmy swore at the 
driver, the driver said, “Go on. I’ll spit in your eye.” 
And both Isabel and Jimmy distinctly heard the lone 
passenger, a girl in a fur coat, call to the driver: "Go 
on, spit in their eye.” The cab beat the light and 
sped south in Madison. 

"Nice girl,” said Isabel. "Did you know her?” 

"How would I know her? She's someone from this 
neighborhood obviously. Do-wntown we don’t talk that 
way, not in the Village.” 

“No, of course not, except I could point out that 
the taxi is on its way do^vntown, in a hurry." 

"All right, point it out. And then for a disagreeable 
couple I give you the man and woman in the elevator. 
Mr. Princeton with the glasses and his wife. I’ll bet 
they’re battling right this minute in that beautiful 
big chariot. I’d rather know a girl that yells out of a 
taxi, ;Spit in their eye,’ than two polite people that 
can’t wait to be alone before they’re at each other's 
throats.” 

‘TVell, that’s the difference between you and me. 
I’d rather live in this part of town, where the people 
at least—” 

“I didn’t say anything about living with them, or 
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having them for neighbors. All I said I’d ratliCT 
know that kind of girl-tlxat girl-than , those people. 

That’s all 1 said.” , 

“Still stick to my statement. I’d rather know the . 
man and his wife. As a matter of fart I happen to 
know who they are. He’s an architect.” 

"And I don’t really give a damn who they are, but I 
do give a damn who the girl is.” 

“A girl who would wear a mink coat on a day like 
this. She’s cheap.” 

.“Well, with a mink coat she must have come high 


at some time.” 

He was silent a few seconds before - continuing. 
"You know what I’m thinking, don’t you? No, you 
don’t. But I’d like to say it if you’d promise not to get 
sore? ... I was just thinking what a powerful sexual 
attraction there is between us, othenvise why do we 
go on seeing each other when we quarrel so much?” 

“We only quarrel, if you’ll look back on it, we only 
quarrel for one reason, really, and that’s the way you 
talk to me.” 

. - He said nothing, and they walked on in silence for 
several blocks. 


When Sunday morning came Paul Farley never liked 
to be alone rvith his wife, nor did Nancy Farley like tc 
be alone rvith Paul. The Farleys were Roman Cath- 
olic, although when they were married, in the fourtb 
summer after tlie war, you would not have been able 
to guess from their dossiers in the newspapers, with- 
out looking at their names, that the wedding was tak 
ing place in the Church of St. Vincent Ferrer. Of Pau] 
it was said: “He attended Latvrenceville School and 
Princeton and served overseas as second lieutenani 
in a machine gun company of the 27th Division. H« 
is. a member of the Association of Ex-Members, ol 
Squadron A, the Princeton Club and the Racquet and 
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Tennis Club." Of Nancy it said: "Miss McBride, who 
is a member of the Junior League, attended the Brear- 
ley School and Westover, and she was introduced to 
society last season at a dance at the Colony Club and 
later at the Bachelors’ Cotillon in Baltimore, Md.” 

After: their marriage they had children, three of 
them, rapid-fire; but when the third, a girl, died, 
Nancy, who had wanted a girl very much, came to a 
decision. It was a major adjustment in her life. Up to 
that time Nancy had been a girl who always did what 
people told her to do. A succession of people: her 
mother, to a lesser degree her father, a nurse, a govern- 
ess, her teachers, and the Church. The odor of sanctity 
was faint but noticeable in the McBride household, 
as Nancy’s paternal uncle had been quite a good friend 
of the late Cardinal Gibbons; and the' McBrides, as 
they themselves put it, realized their position. It tvas 
a religious household, including the servants, and at 
the time of Nancy’s various debuts the big house in 
the East Seventies still had its quota of holy pictures, 
and there was hardly a bureau which did not con- 
tain one drawer full of broken rosary beads, crudfixes * 
•with the corpus missing. Father Lasance’s My Prayer 
Book, The Ordinary of the Mass, and other prayer 
books for spedal occasions. One of Nancy’s losing bat- 
tles against the domination of her elders (and they 
were all defeats) was fought for the removal of a 
small, white china holywater font which hung at the 
door of her bedroom. She finally capitulated because 
a. Westover friend who was -visiting her was curious 
and delighted by the sacred artide. 

Nancy was the youngest of four children. The first- 
born, Thornton, was ten years older than Nanq'. He 
was out of a high-priced Catholic prep school, Yale, 
and Fordham Law School. He was -ivith his father in 
the law firm and cared about nothing except the law 
and golf. 

Next in age was Nancy’s only sister, Mollie. She -ivas 
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eight years older than Nancy, and when Nancy w 
ried Mollie was in the Philippines, living the 
an army officer’s wife. 

Two years younger than Mollie was Jay-Toseph, 
but always ^o^vn as Jay. He was unable to finish prep 
schTOl, ^d had lived almost all his life, from the time 
he developed a case of T.B., in New Mexico. He was 
at work on a monumental liistory of the Church and 
th.e Indian in the Southwest 

J.y and 

which Nancy’s motherSnost dw'xhh Stept toS 

Nancy did not w/ two children. 
Fallopian pregnancy for ^ mother’s disastrous 
not quite knSJ h2v totcpTaTn it^H 

Mrs. McBride told her It fnfSriS^H 'i? 

so late in life. It S to be told 

in her attitude towmd having difference 

ter d.e feeling oSn^’J^ f SS 

tance, this tadtumitv of hfa,- i, from a dis- 

to teU you things fiLl tW Y- ®' 

to tell you everything about that^ '’’‘^mother ought 

recall that wh2t ought to bf anrf^t 

were rivo quite different tl^L so S'a 

and sex were concerned. Mxs^M^^^ “°ther 

workmg theory of the Churrh accepted the 

children was undesirable education of 

Nancy was fourteen he^ motherS^r"^’ 

something that happens^o^^.?^^ that "this is 

she ever told her until plul^amfl^"^ 

mamed. Then Mrs. McBride to be 

Pmceofinfonnationtoh2SLK°'^f."^ the second 

touch you when you are unwell ^^t Paul 

le^ed was from the exdiar.^^’ ^^^^ver else Nancy 

jg ®^oret reading of 
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think coming, by Jove. Ablative of Jupiter They were 
young and looked pretty strong, most of Uicse Red 
Caps, but tlie man drew a deep breatli as he walked 
rapidly up tlte ramp and out into the great , station. 
He would wager he was as strong as most of tliem. 
He could break tliem in half, and they thought he 
was old and wanted to cany' his little Gladstonel He 
thought of how they would look on a chain gang, with 
the . sweat pouring down on tlreir satiny hides. Satiny 
hides. That was good. Ugh. He wanted to be sick, he 
■wanted to tliink away from bodies; he patted bis , 
belly and pinched his Phi Beta Kappa key and started 
to curl the watch-chain around his finger, but tliis 
was somehow getting back again to the things of tire 
flesh,, and he wanted to think away from things of 
the flesh. He wanted to think of tire ablative, the 
passive periphrastic, the middle voice, the tangent 
and cotangent, the School Board meeting next Tues- 
day. ... He wished he hadn’t thought of tire School 
Board meeting next Tuesday or any Tuesday. He 
wished he’d always thought of the School Board meet- 
ing next Tuesday. 

He got into a taxi and gave the address, and the 
driver was so slow starting the meter that the man 
repeated the address. The driver nodded, showing 
half his face. The man looked at the face and at the 
driver’s picture. They didn’t look much alike, but 
they never did. He supposed this was a reputable 
taxicab company that operated the taxicabs at the 
station. Oh, well, drat wasn’t important. 

“If only I’d always thought of tire School Board 
meetings I rvouldn’t be here now, in a filthy New York 
taxicab, living a lie by being in this dty on a cooked- 
up pretext. Living a worse, worse lie by having any 
reason to be here. God damn that girll I am a good 
man. 1 am a bad man, a wicked man, but she is 
worse. She is really bad. She is bad, she is badness. 
She is Evil. She not only is evil, but she is Evil. 
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^\Tiatever I am now is her fault, because that girl is 
bad. Whatever I was before, the bad me, ^\'as notliing. 
I never was bad before I knew her. I sinned, but I 
was not bad. I was not corrupted. I did not want to 
come to Netv York before I toew her. She made me 
come to New York. She makes me trump up excuses 
to come to New York, makes me lie to my \vife, fool 
my rvife, that good woman, that poor good woman. 
That girl is bad, and hell’s fire is not enough for her. 
Oh, more fresh airl It is good, this fresh air, even in a 
taxicab. Fresh air taxicabi GodI Amos and Andy. 
Here I’m thinking of Amos and Andy, and all that 
they mean. Home. Seven o’clock. The smell of dinner 
in preparation, ready to be served when Amos and 
Andy go off the air. Am I the man who loves to 
listen to Amos and Andy?” The door opened and he 
got out and paid tlxe driver. 



T he young man got out o£ bed and went to the 
kitdienette and pushed the. wall button that 
unlatched the front door. He was in his underwear, 
one-piece cotton underwear and it had not been fresh 
the day before. He rumpled his hair and yawned, 
standing at the door and waiting until whoever it 
was that rang would ring the apartment bell- It ran^, 
and he opened it half a foot. 

“Oh,” he said, and opened the door all the way. 
"Hel-lo, darling, look what I brought you.” Glcria. 
held up the parcel, a wrapped-up bottle. 

“Oh,” he said, and yawned again. "Thark;..” He 
went back to the bed and lay on it face 'Z 

don’t want any.” 

“Get up. It’s a lovely Spring morning,” safe Glcrin. 
“I didn’t think you’d be alone.” 

“Uh. I’m alone. I haven’t any soda. Tcr.'d aa— e nr 
drink that straight, or else tvith plain 1 ain : 

want any.” 

“WtlV?” 
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jamas tomorrow, or else find the laundry and paV what 
you owe tliem.” ^ ^ . 

“I’ve some money." 

“How much?" • . 

“I don’t know.” 

‘^Aell, take this, you’ll need it. I don't believe you 
have any money, either.” ^ 

“Why are you suddenly rich? Isn’t that a new coat?” 

I. “ o-f- 

i. 5°™,™ 

Shs o'^md Ihe rai*" 'S'® “S"'"' 

bcS’s’SrL'“l*',“Prr 

..icl."Yo„L,”d.frt.~ "S”*" be 

lavf 'oSrthSg WwaTta"* 7“'’'® *“’■ 'beii to 

my evening com and i Je daytime. All I had was , 

‘ so Oft «eari„g U.a.." 

Who is the guy?” 

..X°“ him.” 

don’t you'jist' tdl^me th 

always do that I ask vm You 

wouldn’t know, or vou^?^lt*°"’^^^'"^ y°“ say I 

die bush for an hou? and ■ 

mad-and then you teU me tJ" God damn 

'"^e’d save all this ” die 

All nghtni tell you... • 

•.tj 5 ' SO ahead and te/l mel” 

IJO" don’t Hoi wo“S"viifSto'' ' t" . 

I don t know him hT 7 t 7i” him?” 

Peht race, and ho naid to bo aTo bo it Ho’, a 
^ oe a big Yale athlete. Very 
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up at me that I told you in confidence. I’ve told you 
more than I’ve ever told anyone else, even ray psy- 
chiatrist. But at least he has professional etlucs. At 
least he -wouldn't get angry and thro-w it all up to me. 
I trusted you as a friend, and—" 

"You can trust me. Don’t go. Besides, you can’t go 
this way. Listen, sit down, darling.” He took her 
hand, and she allowed herself to be guided to a clrair. 
“I’ll call up a girl I know, I was out -with her last 
night, and ask her to bring some day clothes over 
here. She’s about your build.’’ 

"Who is she?” 

“You wouldn't— her name is Norma Day. She goes to 
N. y. U. She’s very good-looHng. I’ll call her and 
she’ll come right over. I have a sort of date with her 
anyway. All right?’’ 

“Uh-huh.” Gloria was pleased and bright. “I 
think I’ll take a bath. Shall I? Okay?’’ 

“Sure.!’ 

"Okay," she said. “You sleep.” 


Weston Liggett walked up the platform to where 
the line of parked cars began, and as he reached the 
beginning of the line he heard a horn bloivn six or 
seven dmes. A Ford station wagon was just arriving. 
It was driven by a young girl, arid two other girls 
about the same age were on the front seat with her. 
Liggett took off his hat and waved. 

“Hello, pretty girls,” he said. He stood beside the 
right front door. The girl in the driver’s seat spoke 
to him: 

'Haddy, this is Julie Rand; this is my father.” 

“How do you do,” he said to the new girl, and then 
spoke to the girl in the middle: “Hello, Frances.” 

“ ’Lomistliggett,” said Frances. 

“Where’s Bar’?” he said. 
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“She drove Mother over to the dub. We’re all going 
there for lunch. Get in, we’re late.’’ 

“No, we’re not Mother knew I was coming out on. 
this train.’’ 

“Well, we’re late any^vay,’’ said Ruth Liggett, the 
driver. "We’re always late. Like the late Jimmy Walk- 
er." 

"Oh, ho, ho.” Miss Rand laughing. 

“Is that door closed. Daddy?” said Ruth. 

"Think so. Yes,” he said. 

“It rattles so. We ought to turn this in while we 
can still get something on it.” 

“Uh-huh. We’ll turn this in and sell the house. 
Would that suit you?” he said. 

“Oh. Al^vays talking about how broke we are. And 
in front of strangers.” 

“lATio's a stranger? Oh, Miss Rand. Well, she's not 
exactly a stranger, is she? Aren’t you Henry Rand’s 
daughter?” 

“No. I’m his niece. My father was David Rand. I’m 
visiting my Unde Henry and Aunt Bess, though.” 

“Well, then you’re not a stranger. You like this car, 
don’t you?” 

“Don’t caU it a car. Daddy,” said Ruth. 

"I like it very much,” said Miss Rand. “It’s very 
nice, I think.” 

“Ooh, what a prevaricatorl She does not. She didn’t 
want to ride in it You should have seen her. When 
she came out of the house she took one look and said, 
‘Is. this what we’re going in?’ Didn't you? Own up.” 
“Well, I never rode in a truck before.” 

“A truckl” said Ruth- 

“Aren’t there station wagons where you come 
from?” 

“No. We just have regular cars.” 

“She comes from-what’s the name of the place, 
Randy?” 
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‘Wilkes-Barre,, P A.” 

“And a very nice torra it is,” said Liggett. "I re- 
member it very well. It s near Scranton. I liave a lot 
o£ very dear friends in Scranton.” 

“Do you know anybody in Wilkes-Barre?” said Miss 
R-and. 

“I don’t believe so— Rwt/i/” 

“Well, he ought to stay on his own side o£ the 
road.” 

"You can’t count on that I don’t mind taking 
chances, but rvhen tliere are otlier people in the car.” 
"Oh, he wouldn’t have hit me.” 

“That’s what you tliink. No rvonder this car’s all 
shot” 

“Now you can’t blame tliat on me. Daddy. I don’t 
drive this car that much.” 

“Well, I’ll admit you’re not responsible for this car, 
but the Chrysler, you are responsible for that Clutch 
is slipping because you ride it all the time. Fenders 
rmnkled.” 

“Who ivrinkled it-not them. It The left hind 
fender. That happened when someone else was driv- 
ing, not me.” 

‘‘Well, let’s not talk about it." 

_ No, of course not I’m right That's why we won't 
talk about it” • 


Is that fair? Do I change the subject when I’m in 

the wong, Ruth? Do 1?” 

hn That wasn’t fair.” She reached her 

hand back to be held. He kissed it 

-S’ did not see. 

tn thf> ®dent until they came 

I’ll luppt • around and wash up. 

I II meet you m three minutes.” 

ranee?m^°'^^^^ room. he rang for the stetvard and ar- 
SS a r? w a rule against 

any siLeSv^ twenty-five dolkSs on 

any single day, but he made them out as of two dates 
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having soup maybe, first, 'n' by the time yole get 
finished with your soup chop’ll be ready." 

“Daddy, steak?" said Ruth. . , . 

“IWght. Tomato juice cocktail first for me, if that s 
all right, Rutli?” 

"Absolutely. Have we decided? Chops for how 
many? Mother, chops. Miss Barbara, chops. Randy, 
drops. Daddy, steak. Frannie, steak> and me, steak. 
Have you got that, Harry?" 

. "Yes, Miss Liggett. What about vege’ables?" 

“Just bring in a lot of vegetables,” said Ruth. ■ 
All through the ordering Liggett watched Ruth and 
thought of Emily. Emily— and he did not remember 
tliis at tire moment— who retained the mouth, nose, 
diin, bone structure and, to some extent, the com- 
plexion Emily had had and that made her handsome; 
but she was handsome no longer. Mrhat Emily re- 
tained only made you ask what had happened tliat 
left her a plain woman with good features. The eyes, 
of course they made the difference. They looked nov/a- 
days like the eyes of someone who has many head- 
aches, although this did not happen to be the case. 
Emily was apparently very healthy. 

Now he watched her busying herself rvitli her 
. hands; unfolding her napkin, touching mthout chang- 
ing tire position of the silvenvare, folding her hands. 
She had a rvay of watching her hands 'when she was 
, using them. He wondered about tliat, noticing it for 
the first time. He could not recall ever having seen 
her watching her hands when they were resting and 
still, the way she would have if she tvere conscious of 
them in the sense of being vain. MTiat she did was 
to watch tliem as tliough she were checking up on 
their ef&ciency, their neatness. It was just another 
part of the way she lived. Her life was like that. 

Often she would sit at home with a book of poems 
in her hand and she would be looking in the direc- 
tion of the tvindow, a dreamy look in her eyes. He 
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two children^" went Uirough the list of their worldly, 
goods and then came back to tlie first item: wife. 
Then they discovered that they could not really be 
sure tlieyhad their wives. The mortality rate for mar- 
riages in Liggett's class is fairly close to 100%, but 
undl the great depression there was no reason to find 
this out; most of these men believed that they were 
working for tlie happiness of their wives and cliil- 
dren as well as for their own advancement, but an 
idle woman is an idle woman, whether her husband 
is downtotvn making millions or downtown trying to 
hold on to a 540-a-week job. Men like Liggett— in 
1930 you would see them on the roads of Long Island 
and Westchester, in cap and windbreaker and sport 
shoes, taking svalks on Sunday svith their wives, trying 
to get to know tlieir ivives, because tliey wanted to 
believe that a svife was one thing they could count on. 
Of couree there was nothing deliberately insulting in 
this attitude, and as often as not the tvife was not 
conscious of insult, so it was all right. She knew tliat 
he always had taken her to football games and the, 
theater, he paid her bills, he bought her Christmas 
presents, he was generous to her poor relations, he 
did not interfere with the education and rearing of 
the cluldren. Sometimes she did not even ask why, 
when he became more curious, tried to become more 
companionable. She knew there was a depression, and 
she saw the magazine articles about the brave wives 
who were standing shoulder-to-shoulder with their 
husbands; she read the sermons in the Monday papers 
in which clergymen told their parishioners (and the 
press; always die press) that ■ the depression was a 
good thing because it brought husbands and ivives 
closer to each other. 

Liggett was not quite one of these men; Emily cer- 
toinly was not one of these women. For one thing, 
was a Pittsburgher and Emily a Bostonian, 
mat was one thing, not two. Liggett tvas precisely the 
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training for crew. He made a date with her for tea 
tlic following day, but had to break it, and thus 
began a correspondence wliich on his part was regu- 
lated by the necessity of staying in college and row- 
ing at the same time, and on her part by a scliedule: 
never answer more tlian one letter a week, and never 
until two days after tlie letter has been received. Be- 
cause of her he dedded to go to Harvard Business 
School. This pleased his father, who gave him a Fiat 
phaeton and any tiling else he asked for. There was 
one tiling he could not ask his father for, and tliat 
ivas Emily’s fair ivhite body. Emily gave that without 
being asked, one winter’s night in Boston. After wait- 
ing tliree miserable weeks to see if anything was going 
to happen, tliey dedded to be engaged. 

She was better olf married to Liggett than she 
might have been with a Boston man because he never 
took her passion for granted. A Boston man might 
have, and might not be long looking around for more 
of the same from someone else. Liggett could not take 
her for granted. There is sometliing about those good, 
good words of sleeping together, tlie language of 
sleeping together, when spoken in tlie tones of Com- 
momvealth Avenue, that no man who has been 
brought up west of the Connecticut River can fail to 
notice. And when a man is listening for die words, 
when he teaches them to a woman, ivhen he asks her 
to say tlicm, he does not take everything all at once. 
He will irant more. 


. There ivas that, and there ivas tlie secrecy. Their ii 
timate moments were their oivn, so much so tli: 
Liggett did not once mention Emily’s pregnancy t 
anyone, not even to his oim sister, while she w: 
carrying tlieir -first child. It ivas notliing tlicy agree 
upon; Emily herself told Liggett’s sister. But it w: 
part of the way he felt about Emily. Anything tin 
had to do widx dieir intimate life was not to be di 
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cussed 'with a third person, so far as he was con- 
cerned. 

To a degree this was true of everything else in their 
relationship. Liggett’s impulse was always to talk 
about Emily, but he had gone that important step 
above vulgarity: he secretly recognized his own temp- 
tation to vulgarity. However valuable an asset this 
■may be, it had one bad effect. A man ought to be 
able, when it becomes necessary, to discuss his "vvife 
with a third person, man or woman. Since it was im- 
possible for him to bring himself to discuss Emily 
tvith another man he found himself in a spot where 
he had to talk to some woman. It had to be someone 
who knew Emily, someone close to her. He looked 
around and for the first time became aware that 
Emily in the years she had lived in New York— at that 
time, seven; it was in 1920— had not made a single 
dose friend. Her best friend was a Boston girl, Martha 
Harvey. Martha was a divorcee. She had been married 
to a young millionaire who was practically illiterate, 
always drunk, was three inches shorter than she, and 
never had spoken an undvil or impolite word to any- 
one in his life. Martha had grown up tvith Emily and 
they saw each other frequently, but when it came 
time to discuss Emily with her, Liggett saw how im- 
possible it would be. Martha in a way was Emily 
over again. 

The occasion, however, was urgent. Emily’s family’s 
money was mostly in cotton milk. Emily’s father was 
a doctor, a pleasant, unimaginative man who studied 
medidne in a day when surgeons still spoke of “laud- 
able pus.” (He never quite got over the surprise of 
learning that Walter Reed was right.) In fact his 
presence in medidne is explained by a fondness for 
the dissection of cats. It was the only cerebral actidty 
he ever had been interested in, so his father and 
mother steered him into medidne. A merit-bads-e bov 
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scout would havo been as useful in an emergency as 
Emily’s father, but a few friends went to him for 
colds and sore tliroat, and they constituted his prac- 
tice. His practice was his excuse for neglecting his 
firiandal responsibilities, but every year or two he 
would have an idea, and at this time his idea was to 
get rid of all Iris cotton holdings and turn the cash 
into a vague something else. This time the vague 
something else was German marks. He just knew they 
were going to be worth something, and as he had 
traveled in Germany as a young man, he thought it 
would be pleasant, since his fortune would soon be 
doubled, to have a castle on the Rhine, where even 
at that moment you could have a castle, they said, 
fully staffed and equipped for $100 a month. 

Liggett did not care a very great deal what die old 
man did witli his oivn money, but that money, he felt, 
was not altogether the old man’s to fool ivith; The' ' 
doctor had not earned it; he had inherited it, and ' 
Since he had inherited it, it seemed to Liggett to be a . 
kind of tmst which the doctor had no right to violate. 
At least It was not to be squandered. If the doctor 
coxm go on year m, year out ivithout assuming a 

ought not to be permitted to risk losing all of it 

high that 

Sht o1 debatable whether it was . the 

favorabS. s^ck on a 

was ? Aani conceded diat diere 

faoldfn^ S the doctor’s 

fuaJeT dndeeTT ^™sly 

Geiman mari:“fS C^TsSef 

kind^of sister some^Mo!^] ^ brother, or even the ' 

a total stranger an^brnth^^^'^ii ^“^y’s sister was 
■a^ger. and brother she had none. Next was 
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a cigar, because take his coat off was exactly what he 
wanted to do. It was so comfortable here. “Are you 
hungry?” he said. 

“Not specially. Let’s wait. It’ll be cool around ninf 
o’clock, if you’re in no hurry.” 

“Gosh, I’m not in a hurry.” 

“Have some more cocktails, shall we? You know, I 
like to drink. I never knew I did— gosh, I never even 
knew about drinking— till I married Tommy, and he 
used to try to get me drunk, but that ivas no good. I 
don't like to have people try to get me drunk. If I 
want to get drunk I'll do it.” 

He took the cocktail shaker to the kitchen and made 
very strong cocktails, not entirely on purpose, but not 
entirely accidentally, for what she had just been say- 
ing reminded him of a physical, biological, whatever- 
you-want-to-call-it fact: that , Martha had been mar- 
ried and therefore had slept tvith a man. It meant no 
more to him for the time being. It was just strange 
that he had somehow ceased to think of her as a girl 
with a life of her own. Almost always he had thought 
of her as someone who, when he knew her better, 
would become finally a good sport, a sexless friend of 
Emily’s. 

“Today is Bastille Day in Paris,” he said, when he 
returned with the cocktails. (It was also the day Sacco 
and Vanzetti were convicted.) 

So it is. I hope to be there next year on Bastille 
Day.” ,, 

"Oh, really?” 

I think so. I couldn’t go to the Cape this summer 
because Tommy finds out where I am and coines 
calling at all hours.” 

‘‘Isn’t there some way to put a stop to that?” he 
said. ^ 

- ^ ®'^PPose there is. People are always suggest- 

ing things like the police. But why do that? They 
don t seem to remember that I like Tommy,” 
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"Ido, I do.” ■ 

"Grand. I’ll have to phone- the maid and tell her 
not to come in early tomorrow. You 11 be^^out o£ here 
before ten, tomorrow I mean, won’t you?” ■ 

They had a wildly passionate affair tliat summer. 
They would have dinner in little French restaurants, 
drinhing bad whiskey out of small coffee cups. She was 
sailing in September and the night before she sailed 
she said to him; “I don’t care if I die now, do you?” 

"No. Except I want to live.” All summer he had 
been doing aritlimetic on scratch paper— financial ar- 
rangements for getting a divorce from Emily. "Once 
again, marry me.” 

“No, darling. We’d be no good married to each 
other. Me especially. But this I know, that for the 
rest of our lives, whenever we see each other, if I 
look into your eyes and you look into mine, and we 
see the thing that we see now— nothing can stop us, 
can it?” 

"No. Nothing.” 

The next time he saw her was two years later in 
Paris. In the meantime he had met and lain with ten 
other women, and Martha was in the White Russian 
taxi-driver phase. They didn’t even have to give each 
other up, for there was scarcely recognition, let alone 
love, when again their eyes met. 

It got around that he was on the totvn, but if some 
kind friend ever told Emily she never let it make any 
difference. He was comparatively discreet in tliat he 
avoided schemers. Among the women he slept with 
was an Englishwoman, right out of Burke’s Peerage:, 
who gave him gonorrhea, or stomach ulcers as it was 
then called. To Emily he confided that in addition to 
the ulcers he had a' hernia, and she accepted that, not 
sure what a hernia was, but knowing tliat it was not a 
topic for dinner-table conversation. She was so in- 
curious that he ivas able to keep at home the para- 
phernalia for the treatment of his disease. 
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“Till we get to Childs Forty-eighth Street." 

“All right,” she said. “That's all right with me." 

“I thought it would he." ^ , 

“We could go to Twenty-One." 

“It’s Sunday." 

“Aren’t they open Sunday? I’m sure I’ve been there 

Sunday some time." , 

“Oh, I know you have, some time. But not at this 
hour. It’s too early, dear. It’s too early. They don’t 
open till around five-thirty.” 

“Are you sure that isn’t something new?" 

“When the same people were at 42 West Forty-ninth 
they had the same rule about Sunday. Now that they’re 
at 21 West Fifty-second Street, damned if they haven’t 
the same rule they had at 42 West Forty-ninth. The 
same people, the same rule, different places," 

“Another one of those hats," she said. 

“Another one of what hats?” 

“Didn’t you see it? I think they’re rather cute, but I 
don’t know whether to buy one or not Those hats. 
Didn’t you notice that girl that ivent by ivith the 
foreign-looking man? She was smoking a dgarette.” 

“She gets paid for that" 

“Paid for it?" 

“Yes, paid for it. I read that in Winchell’s column—" 

“The way you wander about from subject to sub- 
ject, you’re like a mountain goat jumping from crag 
to crag—" 

“From precipice to precipice, and back—" 

“I know that one, don’t say it. Why does she get 
paid?” 

“Why does who get paid, my lamb, my pet?” 

The woman. The one with the hat. The one I just 
commented on. You said Walter Winchell said she gets 
money.” 

ir-c u smoking a cigarette on 

Fifth Avenue. Winchell ran tliat in his column after 
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attractive, worried about what Leuba taught you, 
polite, well-bred—’’ 

"Yes, yes, and what?” 

“And leave the vulgarities of the vernacular to me? 
When you want to be slangy, when you want to make 
a wisecrack, stide the impulse,” 

“But I didn’tmake any wisecrack.” 

"Oh-ho-ho, you’re telling me.” 

“But I still don’t see what you mean, Jimmy.” 

“They ought to take those fences doivn and let the 
people see what tliey’re doing. I am an old construc- 
tion-^vatcher, and I think I will take it up wth Ivy 
Lee.” ■ 

“What are you talking about." 

“I was just thinking as we passed where they’re 
building Radio City, if they took the fences away I’d 
be able to check up on the progress and report back 
to the Rockefellers. Ivy Lee is their public relations 
counsel,” 


“Ivy Lee. It sounds like a girl’s name.” 
“You ought to hear the whole name.” 
"What is it?” 


“Ivy Ledbetter Lee. He gets $250,000 a year. Here 
we are, and we probably won’t be able to get a table.” 

They got a table. They knew exactly what they 
wanted, including all the coffee you could drink for 
the price of one cup. On the dinner you could even 
have all the food you wanted for the prix fixe. 

“What are we up to this afternoon?” 

“Oh, whatever you like,” she said. 

“I want to see ‘The Public Enemy.’ " 

“Oh, divine. J ames Cagney.” 

“Oh, you like Cagney?” 

"Adore him.” 

“IVhy?” he said. 

“What?” , 




JOHN O’HARA 

very last tiling he ivanted to do was to be seen with 
her, and it went back from there to the other ex;- 
freme: the tiling he wanted most, eventually, was to 
be so far removed from the company of Gloria Wand- 
rous, from any association with her, that, as he once 
heard a Mist’ Bones say to a Mist’ Interlocutor, it 
would cost Uventy dollars to send her a postcard. 
No, he definitely did not want to go near her home. 
But he did want to get in touch with her, just this 
one more time. He wanted to talk with her, he 
wanted to reason ivith her, make a deal with her. Fail- 
ing in making a deal with her, he— he was not pre- 
pared to say, even to himself. 

But no one answered the telephone. What %vas the 
matter with her motlier, her unde? It was no surprise 
to Dr. Reddington to learn tliat Gloria was not at 
home. She was seldom home. But he often had called 
at her home and been given a number to call. Full 
well he knew that whether her mother and unde 
knew it or not, die number diey gave was a speakeasy 
or a badielor's apartment; a Harlem beer flat ivas one 
number Dr. Reddington had called on occasion (iie 
hated to tliink of that now, die way those Negroes 
were not surprised or shocked by the appearance of 
. his kind of man. Phi Beta Kappa key and severely 
conservative clothes and all, at a beer flat one Satur- 
day noon, calling for a drunken g;irl who greeted him 
on terais that too plainly indicated that he was not a 
stem parent coming to fetch a recaldtrant daughter, 
but— just ivhat he was) . 

Dr. Reddington sat on the edge of the bed and (as 
he expressed it to himself) cursed himself for a blith- 
ering, idiot for never having 'written doivn die num- 
bers he had called. No, that ivas being unjust to 
liimsclt. The reason he had not ivritten doivn those 
numbers ivas a good one; he didn’t want to be found 
dead, with those numbers on liim. He sat on the 
bed and his finger scardicd the soft, faintly damp, 
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white skin of his jowls for a hair that had escaped 
bis razor that morning. There was none. There never, 
was. Only when the barber shaved him. He sat in an 
attitude that is classically pensive, but he could not 
think. God, wasn’t there one name that would come 
to him? One name in the numbers that he had 
called? 


It was useless to try to think of the names of speak- 
easies. His personal experience with speakeasies tvas 
slight, as he never drank; but he knew from going to 
them with Gloria that a place would be known fa- 
miliarly as Jack’s or Giuseppe’s— and then '^vhen the 
proprietor gave you a card to the place (which you 
threw away the moment you were safe outside) , it 
would be called Club Aristocrat or something of the 
sort. So it was no use trying to think of the names of 
the places, and too much trouble, practically a life 
work, to try to find them from memory. No telling 
what a taxi driver would think if you told him to 
drive up and do^vn all the streets from Sheridan 
Square to Fourteenth Street in the hope of recogniz- 
ing a basement entrance through which you had 
passed one night long ago. No, the thing to do was 
to recall a name, a person's name, the name of some- 


one Gloria knew. 

A. Ab, Ab, Ab, ante, con, de— no, this w'as no time 
to be thinking of the Latin prepositions. Thinking of 
things like that would only rattle him now. Think 
viciously, that was the thing. A for Abbott- A for 
Aberaombie. A for Abingdon. A for Abrams. Wonder 
what ever happened to that Abrams girl that was 
so good on the piano? He could think kindly of her 
now and remember her as a girl who had a nice 
touch at the piano. She was a degenerate at heart, 
though and when her fatlier came to him and asked 
him what was the meaning of this what his daughter 
had told him. Dr. Reddington had almost felt ’-i- 
telling the girl’s father what kind of child he 
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raising. Rut instead, lie had said: TLook here, Ahranis, 
tliis is a terrible thing you are saying to me, a serious 
charge. Am I to infer tliat you are taking an im- 
pressionable child’s word against mine?” And the lit- 
tle man had said he was only asking, only wanted to 
know . the truth so if it was the truth he could go 
farther. "Oh, indeed? Go farther, eh? And who might 
I ask would take your word against mine? I was bom 
in this toivn, you know, and for five generations my 
ancestors have been prominent in this town. 1 myself 
have spent tiventy-tivo years in the teaching profes- 
- sion, arid you have been here how long? Two years? 
Well, six years. "What’s six years against hundreds?. 
Do you think even your own people would take your 
word against mine? Dr. Stein, for instance. Do you 
think he would believe you rather than me? Mr. 
Pollack at The Bee. Do you think he would believe 
you, risk his standing in this community where there 
are mighty few of your people, to side tvith you in 
an attack on me with a story that has no foundation 
in fact? Mr, Abrams, I could thrash you ivithin an 
inch of your life for coming to me with this accusa- 
tion. The only thing that prevents me from doing 
that is that I am a father myself. I think we’ve said 
enough about this. Your daughter is your problem. 
My job is to see that she is given an education, but 
my job begins at nine in the morning and ends at 
three in the afternoon.” The Abramses. They prob- 
ably were in New York, at least they took their 
daughter out of school and sold put their store shortly 
after the tcvo fathers had their conversation. Abrams. 
A lot of Abramses in New York. 

^ B. C. D. E. F. G. H, Think of all the people in this 
money the telephone company must make. 
Ml those people, all tvith their problems. B. Buckley. 
Brotvm. Brown with an e on the end. Barnes. Barnard. 

race. Butterfield. Brunnerl Gloria knew someone 
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named Branner. Dr. Reddington found the number 
and gave it to the operator. 

He heard the signal of the number being rung, and 
then the practiced voice: “What number did you call, 
please? . . . I’m sorry, sir, that telephone has been dis- 
con-nec-ted.” 

He replaced the transmitter. This was a hunch. He 
looked up the address and memorized it, and went 
do^vnstairs and took a taxi to the address. He told 
the driver to wait at the comer of Hudson Street 
and the driver gave him a good look and said he 
would. 

Dr. Reddington walked down the street, following 
a girl tvith a large package under her arm. Any other 
time she might have interested him, but not today. 
She was just the back of a girl with a good figure, 
from what he could see, carrying a bundle. Then to 
his dismay she turned in at the number he sought, 
and he had to walk on tvithout stopping; and he 
thought of the taxi driver, who would be looking at 
him and wondering why he had passed the number. 
All confused he turned around and went back to the 
taxi and they left the neighborhood and drove back 
to the hotel in the sunshine. 


“This is terribly nice of you,” said Gloria. 

“Oh, that's all right," said Miss Day. 

“Thanks a lot, Norma,” said Eddie Brunner. 

“Oh, I don’t mind a bit I know how it is,” said 
Miss Day. “You’d roast in that mink coat today.” 

“Eddie, you look out the window a minute,” said 
Gloria. 

“OhI You really did need these,” said Miss Day when 
Gloria took off her coat. “I’m glad I had them. Usually 
on Sunday my extra things are at the cleaners’. I 
didn’t think to bring a slip,” 
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“I won’t need one wth this skirt. This is a mar- 
velous suit. Where did you get it?” 

"Russek’s. Were you playing strip poker?” 

“It looks that way, doesn’t it? Yes, I was, in a way. 
That is, Ave Avere shooung crap and I was 'Avay aliead 
at one time and then my luck changed, and Avhen I 
offered to bet my dress the men took me up and of 
course I didn’t think they’d hold me to it and it 
Avasn’t the men that held me to it, it was the girls 
on the party. Fine friends I have. It made me very 
angry and I left” 

“Are you going to school in Ncav York?” 

No, I live here, but I couldn’t go home looking 
like this. My family— they won't even alloAv me to 
smoke. All right, Eddie.” 

“Looks better on you than it does on me,” said 
Norma. 


“I Avouldn’t say that.” said Eddie. 

“I Avouldn’t either,” said Gloria, "but Eddie never 

"I did.” 


for "I bought il 

■s opr„?st£r -'r ‘P' z 

of your closets, Eddie and ralf 

been intending to nn’f it • “ tomorroAv. I’ve 

tingitoffandputtingitoff~’’“°'^^^ ^ 

„I *^OAV,” said Miss Day. 

a cou7n ?at ?e1nh'’Sn1 
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arrived in an open car and it vras cold. No top. They 
were frozen, but they insisted on driving out to a 

house party near Princeton.” ^ 

"Oh. Weren't your family worried? You didn t go 

home then?" 

“The car broke dotsm on the tvay back at some 
ungodly hour this morning. Bob, my cousin s friend, 
took us to a party when we got back to town and 
that’s where I got in the crap game.” 

"But what about your cousin? I should think—” 
"Passed out cold, and he's not much help any^vay. 
Not that he'd let them make me give up my dress, but 
he can't drink. None of our family can. I had ttvo 
drinks of that Scotch and I’m reeling. I suppose you 
noticed it.” 

"Oh, no. But I can never tell with other people 
till they start doing perfectly terrible things,” said 
Miss Day, 

"Well, I feel grand. I feel like giting a party. By 
the way, before I forget it, if you give me your ad> 
dress I’ll have these things cleaned and send them to 
you." 

“All right,” said Miss Day, and gave her address, 
"Let's go to the Brevoort, but my treat," 

"I thought you lost all your money,” said Miss Day. 
“I did, but I cashed a check on the \vzy doivntonm. 
A man that works for my uncle cashed it for me. Shall 
we go?" 


The nose of the Packard convertible went now up, 
now dorm. The car behaved like an army tank on a 
road that ordinarily was used only by trucks Paul 
F^ley, driving, was chewing on his lower hp and 
the man-beside him, looking quite pleased rrith him- 
self and the world at large, was holding his chin up 
and dropping the ashes of his cigar on the floor of 

rdUcV S 
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"Let's stop/’ said tlie man, “Just take one more 

look. See how it looks from here." 

Farley stopped, ncme too pleased, and looked 
around. It did please him to look at the nearly 
finished house; it was his work. “Looks pretty swell 
to me," he said. 

“I think so,” said Percy Kahan. He was just learning 
to say tilings like “I tliink so” when he meant 
"You’re damn right." People like Farley, you never 
knew when tliey were going to say something simple, 
like "You're damn right,” or something sophisticated, 
restrained, like “I think so." But it was better to err 
on the side of the restrained than the endiusiastic. 
Besides, he was the buyer; Farley was still working for 
him as architect, and it didn’t do to let Farley -think 
he was doing too well 

"A swell job. I know when I’ve done a swell job, 
and I’ve done one for you, Mr. Kahan. About the 
game room, my original estimate won’t cover that 
now. I could have done it earlier in the game, but 
I don’t suppose you’re going to quibble over at the 
most twelve hundred dollars now. You understand 
what I meant about the game room itself. That could 
be done for a great deal less, and still can, but if 
you want it to be in keeping svitli the rest of the 
house my best advice is, don’t try to save on the little 
t^ngs. I was one of the first mchitects to go in for 
game rooms, that is to recognize them as an important 
feature of the modem home. .Up to that time a game 
room— well, I suppose you’ve seen enough of them to 
know what most of them were like. Extra space in 
tlie cellar, so they put in a portable bar, ping-pong 
•table, a few posters from the French Line-’’ 

. Oh, I want those. Can you get them?” 

“I think so. 1 never like to ask them for anything, 
because I have my private opinion of the. whole 
Frencli Line crowd, but that’s a mere detail. Anyway, 
what 1 want to point out is tliat I was one of tlie 
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first to see what an important adjunct to die home a 
game room can be. I’d like to show you some things 
I’ve done out in the Manhasset section. The I^^^itne>• 
neighborhood, you know.” 

“Oh, did you do the Jock Whitney estate too?" 

"No, I didn’t do that, but in that section I’ve-trv'o 
years ago I had eleven thousand dollars to spend on 
one game room out that way." 

“But that was tivo years ago," said Mr. Kalian, 
"IVhose house was that?” 

“Weh-hell, I, uh, it isn't exacdy ethical to give 
names and figures, Mr. Kahan. You understand that. 
Anyivay, you see my point about not trying to cliisel a 
few dollars in such an important feature of the home. 
For instance, you’ll want a large open fireplace, you 
said. Well, that’s going to cost you money notv. You 
see, not to be too technical about it, we’ve gone 
ahead vdthout making any provision for fireplaces on 
that side of the house, the side where it tvould have 
to be if you wanted it in the game room. .And, voi: 
have the right idea about iL There s/iould ie'a- 
open fireplace there. 
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Not because people haven t got the money, but be- 
cause they’re afraid to spend it. There's an awful lot . 
of hoarding going on. I know a man who is turning 
everything he can into gold. Gold notes when he can’t 
get the actual bullion. Well, that isn’t so good. The 
general spirit of alarm and unrest, and next year being 
a Presidential year, but I’ve got my overhead. I’ve 
got my expenses, Presidential year or no Presidential 
year. So far I haven’t had to lay off a single drafts- 
man and I don’t want to have to do it, but great 
heavens, if people are going to take their money out 
of industry and let it lie gathering dust in safe de- 
posit vaults, or in secret vaults in their otm homes, 
the general effect is going to be pretty bad. 

"Now tvith a house like this, people will see this 
house and they can’t help being enchanted -with it, 
and it’s been my experience that a house like yours, 
Mr. Kahan, with a page or two of photographs in 
Town and Country and Country Life and Spur, peo- 
ple who might be tempted to hoard their money—’’ 
“You mean pictures of this house in Town and 
Country}" 

“Naturally,’’ said Farley. ‘Tou don’t suppose I’d let 
this house go without— unless you’d rather not. Of 
course if you’d—’’ 

Oh, no. Not me. I'm in favor of that. Don’t tell 
Mrs. Kahan, though. It’d make a nice surprise for 
her.’’ 


“Certainly. Women like that. And women are 
mighty important in these things. As I was saying, 
m counting on people seeing this house, and your 
rienck and neighbors coming in— that’s one reason 
w y d like to see you have a good game room, 
w you entertain informally, people will see what 

they’ll want to know 
trnrvfi house. It’s good business for me to do a 

now ’’ ° but especially 
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"Kahan is my name." 

“Yes, I remember. Hello, Farley." 

"Hello, Liggett, you join us in a cocktail?”. 

"No, thanks. I’ve got a whole family waiting in 
the car. Well, nice to have seen you, Kann. ’By, 
Farley.” He shook hands and hurried away. 

"He didn’t know me, but I knew him right away.” 

“1 didn’t know you went to Yale,” said Farley. 

"I know, I never talk about it,” said Kahan. "Then 
once in a while I see somebody like Liggett,, one of 
the big Skull and Bones fellows be w’as, and one day 
I met old Doctor Hadley on the street and I intro- 
duced myself to him. I can't help it. I think what a 
waste of time, four years at that place, me a little 
Heeb from. Hartford, but last November I had to be 
in Hollytvood when the Yale-Harvard game ,• was 
played, and God damn it if I don’t have a special wife 
with the play by play. The radio wasn’t good enough 
for me. I had to have the play by play. Yes, I’m a Yale 
man.” 
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"Of course it’s safe. Either it’s safe or it isn’t. They 
tell me the local boys approve of this place,' tliat is, 
tliey sanction it, allo'iv it to exist and do business, be- 
cause they figure there has to be one place as a sor* 
of hangout for members of the Chicago mobs. There’ 
only one real danger.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Well, if the Chicago mobs start shooting among 
themselves. So far that hasn’t happened, and I don’t 
imagine it will. You’ll see why.” 

They walked doivn Broadivay a few blocks and then 
turned and walked east When they came to a highly 
polished brass sign which advertised a wigmaker, 
Jimmy steered Isabel into the narrow doonvay, back 
a few steps and rang for the elevator. It grinded its 
way doivn, and a sick-eyed little Negro ivith a uniform 
cap opened the door. They got in and Jimmy said: 
"Sixth Avenue Club,” 

“Yessa," said the Negro. The elevator rose two 
stories and stopped. They got out and were standing 
then right in front of a steel door, painted red, and 
with a tiny door cut out in the middle. Jimmy rang 
the bell and a face appeared in the tiny door. 

“Yes, sir,” said the face. “What was the name 
again?” 

“You’re new or you’d know me,” said Jimmy. 

“Yes, sir, and what was the name again?” 

“Malloy, for Christ's sake.” 

“And what was the address, Mr. Malloy?" 

‘ Oh, nuts. Tell Luke Mr. Malloy is here.” 

There was a sound of chains and locks, and the 
door was opened. The waiter stood behind the door. 
Have to be careful who we let in, sir. You know how 
it is.” 

It was a room tyith a high ceiling, a fairly long bar 
on one side, and in the comer on 'the other side was 
a food bar, filled with really good free lunch and with 

56 




JOHN O’HARA 

tHe women was outstandingly pretty, was not a whore, 
was not the kind of blonde that is cast for gangsters 
moll in the movies, and was not anytliing but a very 
good-looking girl, with a very nice shy smile. Isabel 
could imagine knomng her, and then she suddenly 
realized why. "Jimmy,” she said, “that girl looks like 
Caroline English.” 

He turned. “Yes, she does.” 

“But the other people. I’ve seen much worse at 
Coney Island, or even better places than that You 
wouldn't invent a story just to make an ordinary lit- 
tle place seem attractive, would you?” 

“In the first place, no, and in the second place, no. 
In the first place I couldn’t be bothered. In the sec- 
ond place I wouldn’t have to. People like you make me 
mad, I mean people like you, people whose families 
have money and send them to good schools and be- 
long to country dubs and have good cars— the upper 
crust, the swells. You come to a place like this and 
you expect to see a Warner Brothers movie, one of 
those gangster pictures full of old worn-out comedians 
and heavies that haven’t had a job since the trvo-reel 
Keystone Comedies. You expect to see shooting the 
minute you go slumming—” 

“I beg your pardon, but why are you talking about 
you people, you people, your kind of people, people 
like you. You belong to a country club, you went to 
good schools and your family at least had money—” 

I want to tell you something about myself that 
will help to explain a lot of things about me. You 
might as well hear it now. First of all, I am a Mick. 
I wear Brooks dothes and I don’t eat salad tvith a 
spoon and I probably could play five-goal polo in two 
years, but I am a Mick. Still a Mick. Now it’s taken 
me a little time to find this out, but I have at last 
discovered that there are not trvo kinds of Irishmen. 
There s only one kind. I've studied enough pictures 
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•Revolution — and we produce the perfect gangster 
Xypel At least it’s you American Americans’ idea of a 
perfect gangster type, and I suppose you’re rigliL 
Yes, I guess you are. The first real gangsters in tliis 
couna 7 were Irish. The Mollie Maguires. Anfivay, do 
you see -tvhat I mean by all tliis non-assimilable 
stuff?” 

“Yes. I suppose I do.” 

"All right. Let me go on just a fcsv sticks more. I 
show a sociological fact, I prove a sociological fact in 
one respect at least. I suppose I could walk tlirough 
Grand Central at the same time President Hoover was 
arriving on a train, and the Secret Service boys 
wouldn’t collar me on sight as a public enemy. That’s 
because I dress the tvay I do, and I dress the tvay I do 
because I happen to prefer these clothes to Broadway 
clothes or Babbitt clotlies. Also, I have nice manners 
because my mother was a lady and manners tvere im- 
portant to her, also to my father in a curious tvay, 
but when I was learning manners I tvas at an age 
when my mother had greater influence on me than my 
fadier, so she gets whatever credit is due me for my 
manners. Sober. 

“Well, I am often taken for a Yale man, by Yale 
men. That pleases me a little, because I like Yale best 
of all the colleges. There’s anotlier explanation for it, 
unfortunately. There rvas a football player at Yale in 
1922 and around that time who looks like me and 
has a- name something like mine. That’s not impor- 
tant." ^ 

No, except that it takes away from your point 
about producing public enemies, your family. You 
can’t look like a ganster and a typical Yale man.” 

That s true. I have an answer for that. Let me see. 
Oh, yes. The people who think I am a Yale man aren’t 
very observing about people. I’m not making that up 
as a smart answer. It’s true. In fact, I just tliouaht of 
sometliing funny,” ' 
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"What?” 

"Most men who think I’m a Yale man went to 

Princeton themselves." ^ 

"Oh, come on," she said. ’Ton just said- 

"All right. I know. Well, that’s not important and 
I’m only confusing the issue. What I want to say, ^vhat 
I started out to explain •\vas why I said ‘you people, 
you members of the upper crust,’ and soxyn, implying 
that I am not a member of it Well, I’m not a member 
of it, and now I never %vill be. If there tvas any 
chance of it it disappeared— let me see— two years 
ago.” 

"IVhy two years ago? You can’t say that WTiat hap- 
pened?” 

"I starved. Two years ago I went for rivo days one 
time without a thing to eat or drink except water, 
and part of the time without a agarette. I tvas living 
within ttvo blocks of this place, and I didn’t have a 
job, didn’t have any prospect of one, I couldn’t tvrite 
to my family, because I’d tvritten a bad check a 
while before that and I was in very bad at home. I 
couldn’t borrow from anybody, because I owed every- 
body money. I’d borrowed from practically everybody 
I knew even slightly. A dollar here, ten dollars there. 
I stayed in for two days because I couldn’t face the 
people on the street. Then the nigger woman that 
cleaned up and made the beds in this place where I 
lived, she knew what was happening, and the third 
morning she came to work she brought me a chicken 
sandwich. I'll never forget it. It was on rye bread, 
and home-cooked chicken, not flat and white, but 
chunky and more tan than white. It was ■wrapped in 
newspaper. She came in and said, ‘Good morning, 
Mr. Malloy. I brought you a chicken sandwich if 
you like it.’ That’s all. She didn’t say why she brought 
it, and then she went out and bought me a container 
of coffee and pinched a couple of cigarettes— Camels, 
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and I smolce Luckies-frotn one of die odier . rooms. 
She was’swell. She kneiv.” 

. "I should think she was swell enough for you to 
call her a colored woman instead of a nigger." 

“Oh, ballsl” 

“I’m leaving.’! 

“Go, ahead.” 

“Just a Mick^" 

“See? The first thing you can think of to insult me 
with. Go on, beat it. Waiter, ivill you open the door 
for this lady, please?” 

“Aren’t you coming ivith me?” 

"Oh, I guess so. How much, Luke?” 

“That’ll be one-twenty,” said Luke, shoiving, by 
showing nothing on his face, that he strongly dis- 
approved the whole thing. 

Exits like the one Isabel ivanted to make are some- 
what less difficult to make since the repeal of Prohibi- 
tion. In those days you had to wait for the waiter to 
peer through the small door, see that everything was 
all right, open at least two locks, and hold the door 
open for you. The most successful flouncing out in 
indignation is done through stringing doors. 

He had to ring for the elevator and wait for it in 
silence, they had to ride down together in silence, 
and find a taxi -with a driver in it. There were 
plenty of taxis, but the hackmen were having their 
usual argument among themselves over the Tacna- 
Arica award and a fare was apparently the last 
thing in the world that interested them. However, a 
■ cruising taxi appeared and Isabel and Timmy got in. 
“Home?” said Jimmy. 

“Yes, please,” said Isabel. 

Jimmy began to sing: ", . . Hor/s your uncle? I 
haven t any unde. I hope he’s fine and dandy too.” 
Silence. . 

Four years ago this time do you know what was 
going on?” , 
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“No." 

"The Snyder-Gray trial." 

Silence. 

“Remember it?” 

“Certainly.” ^ 

“What was Mr. Snyder’s first name?” 

“Whose?” 

"Mister Sny-der’s.” 

“It wasn’t Mister Snyder. It was Ruth’ Snyder. Ruth 
Snyder, and Judd Gray.” 

“There was a Mr. Snyder, though. Ah, yes, there 
was a Mr. Snyder. It was he, dear Isabel, it was he 
who was assassinated. What was his first name?” 

"Oh, how should I know? What do I care what his 
first name was?” 

"Why are you sore at me?" 

"Because you humiliated me in public, calling the 
waiter and asking him to take me to the door, barking 
at me and saying perfectly vile, vile things.” 

“Humiliat^ you in public,” he said. "Humiliated 
you in public. And you don't remember Mr. Snyder’s 
first name." 

“If you’re going to talk, talk sense. Not that I care 
whether you talk or not.” 

"I’m talking a lot of sense. You’re sore at me be- 
cause I humiliated you in public. What the hell does 
that amount to? Humiliated in public. What about 
the man that Ruth Snyder and Judd Gray knocked off? 
I’d say he was humiliated in public, plenty. Every 
newspaper in the country carried his name for days, 
column after column of htuniliation, all kinds of 
humiliation. And yet you don’t even remember his 
name. Humiliation my eye.” 

"It isn’t the same thing.” 

"Yes, it is. It's exactly the same thing. If I got out 
of the taxi now would that be humiliating you pub- 
licly?” 

"Oh, don’t. It's so unnecessary.” 
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“Please answer my question." 

“I’d ratlter you didn't. Does tliat answer it?" 

"Yes. Driverl Pull over, please, over to the curb, 
you dope. Here." He gave the driver a dollar and 
took off his hat. "Good-by, Isabel,” he said. 

“You’re being silly. You know you’re being silly, 
don't you?" 

“Not at aU. I just remembered I was supposed to 
be covering a sermon tliis morning and 1 haven't put 
in at the office all day.” 

“Good heavens, Jimmy! Will you call me?” 

“In an hour.” 

“I'll wait." 


Liggett took a late afternoon train back to totvn. 
He almost enjoyed the ride. It had been a strain, 
being with tlie girls. Not so much ■witli Emily; for the 
time being she was out of tliis, and she would only 
be in it if something slipped. So she was not a strain. 
Not that he expected anything to slip; but there was 
always the possibility that that fool girl might still be 
asleep in tlie . apartment, or that she had left some- 
thing behind, and he wanted to have plenty of time 
for a thorough seardi before Emily and the kids got 
back. Whatever got over him, he asked himself, that 
he should take tliat girl to his apartment? He’d never 
done that before, not even when Emily and the girk 
were away for tlie summer, or in Europe. Well . 

Europe. This had been a tough winter. The 
things that were supposed to happen this last winter, 
hadn’t happened. He was beginning to think that tlie 
things that were promised to happen were not going 
to happen, eitlier. Privately, secretly, he did not de- 
lude himself as to his own importance in his own 
economic sclieme; he was the New York branch man- 
ager for the heavy-tool manufacturing plant his grand- 
father had founded as a tap and reamer plant Liggett. 
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owTi father had gone to Lehigh, so he always had a 
word of Lehigh engineers. He would recognize Tau 
Beta Pi and Sigma Xi keys a mile away. He was even 
kno\vn to . remark, in the presence of non-Yale men, 
that he wished he had at least gone to Shelf and , 
learned something. He never made the mistake of 
saying of Tau Beta Pi and Sigma Xi men, as he once 
said to a man he did not like: “I never saw a Phi 
Beta Kappa wear a tvrist watch.” 

The ‘^personal-use clause” which required Yale men 
to sign statements that they hoped their mothers 
dropped dead this minute if these football tickets 
■ that they were applying for were to be used by some- 
one else— that was a gift from the gods to Liggett 
He would apply for his tickets, sign the pledge that , 
went with the tickets— and then when some properly 
placed Tammany man came to him for a pair for the 
Harvard game, Liggett would explain about the 
pledge but he would turn over the tickets. Liggett did 
not think it entirely necessary to justify tliis violation 
of his word of honor, but he had two justifications 
ready: the first was that he did not approve of the 
pledge; the second, that he had got boils on his ass 
year after year for Yale, four years of rowing without 
missing a race, and he felt that made him a better 
.judge of what to do ■with one of the few benefits he 
derived from being an old "Y” man than some derk - 
in the Athletic Assodation office. On at least one oc- 
c^ion those tickets made the difference between get- 
ting an equipment contract and not getting it. And 
so, looking at it one way, he was a valuable man to 
the firm. The plant no longer belonged to the Lig- 
gett family, but he was a director, as a teaser for any 
lingering good ■will that his father and grandfather 
might have left. He voted his own and his sister’s 
stock, but he voted the %vay he was told by the at- 
torney for his father’s estate, who was also a director. 

It took tlie whole year 1930 to teach him 'that he 
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But he and anotlaer man did make $2,000 apiece 
[rdm an unexpected s(mrce, and they thought serious- 
ly of doing it every year. 

Li'’'gett convinced himself he had to go abroad in 
the Spring of 1030, and a man he had known in col- 
lege but less well in the after years, came to him tvith 
a scheme tvhich took Liggett's breath away. They 
talked it over in the smoke room, and as part of the 
scheme they bought out the low field in the ship’s 
pool. The next day shortly after high noon the ship 
stopped, and was stopped for a good . hour. As a re- 
sult of the delay Liggett and his friend, holding 
the low field, won the biggest pool of tlie voyage, 
and Liggett’s end was around $2,000. It tvas not clear 
profit, however; $500 of it went to the stetvard whom 
tliey had bribed to fall overboard at noon that day. 
. In Liggett’s favor it must be said that he refused at 
first to go into the scheme, and would not have done 
so had he not been assured that a financier, tvhom 
he always had looked up to as a model of righteous- 
ness and decorum had once given the bridge an out- 
and-out bribe, tvith subtle threats to back it up, to 
tvin a pool that didn’t even pay his passage. Also, 
Liggett had to be assured that his fellow-conspirator 
would choose a steward who could swim. ... 

He hurried from the train to a phone booth and 
called his home number. No answer. That didn’t 
mean anything, though. It only meant that this Gloria 
was not answering his telephone. He took the sub- 
way to Times Square, but instead of taking die shut- 
tle to Grand Central he went up to the street out of 
that horrible subway air (it was much better when 
there were a lot of pteople in it; you could look at 
the horrible people and that took your mind off the 
air) and rode the rest of the way home in a taxi. 

He looked for signs of something in the face of the 
elevator operator, but nothing there, only that.six- 
months-from-Chrisunas "Good afternoon, sir." He 
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even cp-enirc 


in* ICC 


hurriedly inspected tlie apartment e 
kitciien door that opened u^n me sen 

"Well, she’s not here,” he said aloud. ar-U v-er- - 
to take a better look at the batiiroom. Ox’.e ce. -f 
had made a nice little mess o£ that. Then i:e n-'uceu 
that his toothbrush, which ah'^iys. aiwavs ^ 

tumbler, was Ijing on the lavatory. A ruoe of 
paste had been squeered in the middle^ ar.d the cap 
had not been replaced. He held the toothbrush to h:.' 
nose. Yes, by God, the bitch had bnrmed her rcc-dt 
tvith his brush. He broke it in halt and threw in. 
a trash basket 

In the bedroom he sav.' her evening gcn.-u a.nd eve- 
ning coat He picked up the gown and hroker: a: it 
He fumed it inside out and l>?ked at ft a: annr-vf - 
mately the point tvhere her legs would herin on her 
body, expecting to find he knew not t\'Lat and find- 
ing nothing. It was a good job of tearing he had done 
and he was embarrass^ about that Front the wav the 
had behaved when once he got her into bed tltem 
■ was no reason to suspect her of being a tsaaer, hut 
Why had she been so teaser-like when he brc tsht her 
home? They were both drunk, and he had a.dntft 
that she was a little less drunk than he, cou'd drink 
more was what he was trying not to admit She had 
come home vrith a man she had met on:v that niri-.r, 
come to his apartment after necking wd’th him in a 
taxi and allowing him to feel her breasts. Si:e had 
gone to his bathroom and when she cams out and 
saw him standing there waiu'ng for her with a drink 
m his hand she accepted the drink but w^as all for 
going back to the livingroom. "No, it's much more 
.comfortable here,” he remembered saydng. and re 
memb^ed thinking that if he hadn’t Lid anvtiunv 
It would have been better, for as soon as heL iokt 
she said she thought it was more comfortable in the 
hvmgroom. and he said all nVht it was 
tonabte in U.e livin^oo. ^,^8X6 
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3 Stay here. “Oh, but you're wrong,” she said, and 
Doked at him in the face and then slowly dorvn his 
lody, the frankest look anyone ever had given him, 
he only time he ever was completely sure that he 
fas looking at someone’s thoughts. He got up and put 
lis drink on a table and took her in his arms as 
■oughly as possible. He squeezed her body against 
lis until she felt really small to him, She kept her 
irink in her hand and held it high while she leaned 
ler head back as far as she could, her face away from 
lis face. She stopped speaking, but she did not look 
mgry. Tolerant. She looked tolerant, as though she 
were dealing with a prep school kid, as, though she 
were suffering but knew this would be over in a little 
while and she would.be there, ivith her drink iri her 
hand and her dignity unaffected. That finally was 
what made him release her, but not for the reason 
she supposed. She thought he was going to give up, 
but that dignity was too much for him. He had to 
break that some way, so he let her go, took his arras 
from around her, and then snatched the top of th e 
hont-of h er dress and ripped it nght down the front. 
It tore right doivn the midd le.. 

Instantly there were changes. He had frightened her 
and she was pitiful and sweet. He didn’t even notice 
that her dignity tvas at least genuine enough to cause 
her to hold on to the drink and walk two steps ivith 
it to a table. For a minute, tivo minutes, he was ready, 
to love her with all the tenderness and kindess that 
seemed to be all of a sudden at his command, some- 
where inside him. He followed her to the table and 
waited for her to put down the drink. He was aware 
mw, the day after, but hadn’t been last night, that 
she looked a little posed, in a trite pose, ■ with her 
chin almost on her shoulder, her eyes looking atvay 
om him, her right arm making a protective V over, 
er chest, her left hand cupped under her right elbow. 

70 



BUTTERFIELD 8 

He put his hands on her biceps and pressed a little, 
said. 

. “As a reward," she s^d. ' ^ 

She turned her face toward him, sufficient indira- 
tion that she %vould kiss him. He put his hands in 
back of her again and' kissed her tenderly on the 
mouth; and then she slowly lowered her arms from 
in front of her and put them around him, and she 
walked up to him tvithout moving her feet 
Thinking of it now he knew that it went beyond 
love. It was so completely what it was, so new in its 
thoroughness and profidency that for the first time in 
his life he understood how these guys, these bright 
young subalterns, betray King and Country for a 
woman. He even understood how they could do it 
while knowing that the woman was a spy, that she 
was not faithful to them; for he did not care how 
many men Gloria had stayed with since she left this 
apartment; he wanted her now. He hadn’t remem- 
bered this all afternoon, so long as he was with Emily 
and the girls, but right now if he could have Gloria 
here he would not care if EmiK and the kids came in 
arid watched. “God damn it!” he shouted. She couldn't 
possibl) know the things he knew. He tvas forty-tivo, 
and she wasn’t less than twenty years younger than 
and-aah, what difference did it make. Wherever she 
was he’d find her, and he would get her an apart- 
ment tonight. This, then, was what happened to men 
that made people speak of the dangerous age and ail 
that; Well, dangerous age, make a fnol of vouncif, 
whatever else was coming to him he would aks if he 
could have that girl. But he would have to have 
. her over and over again, a year of ha vine her And 
to make sure of that he would get her sp.-iranenL 
Tonight. Tomorrow she could have die diam-* ar- 
counts. “ 

He telephoned her at hom^ not expecting m fimf 
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her there, but there was always the chance. A timid 
male voice answered: probably her £ather_,,Jjiggett 
thou°'ht. She was not home and was not expected 
back°till later this evening. That did not discourage 
Liggett. He thought he knew enough about her to 
know', where to find her. He made a bundle of her 
evening clothes and took it -with him and went down- . 
stairs and took a taxi to the Grand Central. He 
checked the bundle there and was going to throw 
away the check, but thought she might like to have 
the dress for some reason, maybe sentimental, maybe 
to patch something. Women often saved old dresses 
for reasons like that, and he had no right to throw 
a^vay the check. Besides, the coat tvas all right. He 
hadn’t thought of that at first, becaiTse all he thought 
of was the tom dress. It was annoying the way he 
kept thinking of that He liked to think of tearing 
the dress and stripping her, all in one thought, tvith 
the memory of how she had looked at just that mo- 
ment her body and her terror. But the fact of tear- 
ing a girl’s dress was embarrassing and he did not 
like to be left alone wth that thought. He tvent to a 
speakeasy in East Fifty-third Street the one in whicli 
two men inside of two years shot themselves in the 
men’s toilet. They were taking the last few chairs off 
the tables, getting ready to open up, but the bar was 
open and a man in a cutaway and a woman friend 
were having dnnks. The man was a gentleman, in his 
late forties. The woman rvas in her early thirties, 
tall and voluptuous. They %vere a little drunk and 
having an argument when Liggett entered the bar, 
and the man took the woman's arm and steered her 
away from the bar to a table in the same room but 
away from Liggett. Obviously the ,'wonian • was tlie 
man s mistress and he was helplessly in love witli her. 
<• since I’ve knotvn you,” she said, very loud, 

you’ve asked me nothing but questions.” 

Liggett got some nickels and went to the phone 
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booth to call an engineer friend. The engineer did 
not answer. He tried wo other engineer friends be- 
cause he wanted to go on a tour of tlie speakeasies 
where he would be likely to find Gloria, and he 
wanted to be with a man but not one of his real 
friends. They would be at home with their wives or 
out to parties -with their -wives,' and he wanted to go 
out Avith a man tvhose wife did not know Emily. 
He tried tliese engineers, but no soap. No anstver. 
He tried a third, a man he did not specially like, 
and the man tvas very cordial and tried to insist on 
Liggett's coming right up and joining a cockta,il party 
Avhere there was a stvell bunch. Liggett got out of 
that. In another minute he was sure he could have 
had the company of the man in the cutatvay, judg- 
ing by the conversation between the man and his 
Avoman. The conversation had taken a renunciatory 
turn and the Avoman Avas any minute noAV going home 
and sending back everything he had ever given her, 
and he knetv what he could do Avith it. Not Avishing 
to be left alone Avith the man, Liggett drank the rest 
of his highball, paid his bill and Avent to another 
speakeasy, next door. 

The first person he satv Avas Gloria, all dressed up 
in a very smart little suit. She gave him a blank look- 
She Avas vrith a young man and a pretty young girl. 
He Avent over and shook hands and Gloria introduced 
him to the other people and finally asked him to sit 
doAvn for a second, that they Avere just leaving. 

“Oh, I thought Ave Avere going to have dinner here,” 
said Miss Day. ‘Tm really getting hungry." 

There Avas a silence fpr the benefit of Miss Day, 
who Avas being tacitly informed by everyone at the 
table that she should have knoAvn better than to say 
that, "Are you Avaiting for someone?" said LiWetL 
“Not exactly,” said Gloria. 

I really feel like an awful stupid and rude and all 
Avh6n you were so kind to invite us for dinner,” said 
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Miss Day, "but really. Miss Wandrous, I’d of rather 
stayed at the Brevoort and ate there because I was 
hungry then. I — ” Then she shut up. 

"I think we ought to go,” said Mr. Brunner. 
"Gloria, we’ll take a rain check on that dinner.” He 
had not been drinking, and he had a kind of surly- 
sober manner that men sometimes get who are tem- 
porarily on the wagon but usually good drinkers. Lig- 
gett quickly stood up before tliey changed their minds. 
Miss Day apparently had postponed her appetite be- 
cause she got up too. 

When they had gone Liggett said: “I’ve been try- 
ing to get you. I phoned all over and I was going to 
look everyivhere in New York dll 1 did find you. 
What are you drinking?” 

“Rye and plain water.” 

"Rye and plain ivater, and Scotch and soda for 
me. Do you want to eat here?” 

“Am I having dinner witli you?” 

“Well, aren’t you?” 

"I don’t know. What do you want that you’ve been 
calling me all over, as you put it, although 1 don’t 
know where you’d be apt to call me except home.” 

“And the Manger.” 

“That’s not funny. I was drunk last lught. That 
won’t happen again.” 

“Yes. It must happen again. It’s got to. Listen, I 
don’t know how to begin.” 

"Then don’t, if it’s a proposition. Because if it’s a 
proposidon I’m not interested." She knew she tvas 
lying, for she was interested in almost any proposi- 
tion; interested in hearing it, at least. But so far she 
could not tell which way he was headed. He had said 
nothing to indicate that he had discovered her theft 
of Ae coat, but his avoiding that topic might be 
tacdcal and only that. She resolved not to say any- 
thing about it until he did, but to wait for the first 
crack that would indicate that he ■wanted the coat 
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"bade. She iv'as not at this point prepared to tahe a 
stand about the coat. Later, maybe, but not now. 

He looked do\\Ti at his hands, which were mak- 
ing "Here’s the Church, here’s the steeple, open the 
door and there’s all the people." 

“Do you know what I want?” he said. 

It was on the tip o£ her tongue to say yes, the mink 
coat. She said, "kVhy, I haven’t the faintest idea/’ 

He reached in his pocket and brought out the check 
for the bundle he had left at Grand CentraL “You,” 
he said, 

“What’s this?” she said, taking the check. 

"The rye is for Miss Wandrous. Scotch for me” 
said Liggett to the waiter who had sneaked up ridm 
the drinks. When he went away Liggett n'ent cm 
"That’s for vour dress and coaL You got the mcne^ 
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“Just about," he said. 'Td have had to have you 
when I was very young." 

' "Not so very. I saw pictures of your daughters in 
your living room, and they’re not mudi younger tlian 
I am. But I don’t want you to feel too old so we’II 
pass over tliat. You want me, and you think because 
you paid the rent for an apartment . tliat I’d be yours, 
and no one else’s. Isn’t that true?" 

“No. As a matter of fact it isn’t. I was thinking not 
. an hour ago, before I knew where you %vere, Gloria, 
I discovered something and that is, I didn’t care who 
you were with or in what bed, I still wanted you." 

“Oh. Desperate. You are getting a little, uh, you're 
getting worried about how near fifty is, aren't you?" 

“Maybe. I don’t think so. Men don't get menopause. 
I may have as many years left as you. I’ve taken good 
care of myselL" 

“I hope.” 

"I hope you have, too.” 

“Don’t you worry about me. The first thing I do 
tomorrow is go to my friend on Park Avenue.” 

“Who’s your friend on Park Avenue?” 

“My friend on Park Avenue? That’s my doctor. I’ll 
be able to tell you this week whether there’s any- 
thing the matter tvith you, and me.” 

“Do you always go to him?” 

“Always, without fail. Listen, you, I don’t rvant to 
sit here and talk about venereal disease. You didn’t 
let me finish what I was saying. You think I’d be 
faitliful to you because you gave me an apartment 
My handsome friend, I would be faithful to you only 
as long as I wanted to be, which might be a year or 
might be till tomorrow afternoon. No. No apartment 
for me. If you want to take an apartment where, we 
can go when I want to go with you, or where you can 
take anyone you please, that’s entirely up to you. But 
after looking around at your apartment- and making 
a guess as to how you live? Not interested. You 
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haven’t enough, money to owm me. Last year, last fall, 
that is, I got a pretty good idea how much I was 
worth. Ciould you pay the upkeep on a hundred and 
eightyToot yacht? Diesel yacht?” 

“No, frankly.” 

“IVell, this man could and does, and I'll bet he 
doesn’t use it half a dozen times a year. He goes to 
the boat races in it and takes a big party of young 
people, and has it dmvn in -Florida wth him when he 
goes, and before it was his I saw it at Monte Carlo.” 

“1 guess I know who that is.” 

“Yes, I guess you do. Well, he wanted me, too.” 

“Why didn't you take him up if you want money?” 

"Do you knotv why? Because do you know those pic- 
tures of pygmies in the Sunday papers? Little men 
tvith legs like match sticks and fat bellies with big 
umbilicals and wrinkled skin? That’s what he lool^ 
like. Also I can’t say I enjoy his idea of fun. Ugh.” 

“What?” 

"I honestly wouldn’t know how to tell you. I’d 
be embarrassed. Maybe you’ve heard, if you know who 
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Hvnnding staircase. They were .admitted after being 
peered at, it turned out, by a man with a superb case 
of acne rosacea. “I was afraid you wduldn’t remem- 
ber me,” said Gloria. 

“What? Fancy me not remembering you. Miss?" 
said the man, who was the bartender. 

“And what will be your pleasure to partake of tliis 
Lord’s Day?” said the bartender. “Little Irish, per- 
haps?” 

. “Yes, fine.” 

. “And you, sir?” 

“Scotch and soda.” 

.'Tine. Fine,” said the bartender. 

It was the longest bar in New York in. those days, 
and the room was bare except for the absolute essen- 
tials. One half of it held tables and chairs and a me- 
chanical piano, but there was one half in front of 
the bar which was bare concrete floor. Liggett and 
Gloria were getting used to themselves and smiling 
at each other in the mirror when a voice rose. 

“Laddy doo, Laddy doo. Lie die dee. TomI” 

“Please control your exuberation, Eddie,” said Tom,, 
the bartender, and smiled broadly at Gloria and Lig- 
gett. 

“Gimme a couple nickels, Tom, Laddy doo, Laddy 
doo." 

They looked at the man called Eddie, who "was 
down at the other end of the bar, rubbing his fat 
hands together and sucking his teeth. He had on a 
uniform cap and a gray woolen undershirt and blue 
pants, and then they noticed he had a revolver, chain 
ttrister, handcuffs and other patrolman’s equipment. 
His tunic lay on a chair. "I beg your pardon. Miss 
and Mister,” he said. “Serve the lady and gentleman 
. first,” said Eddie. 

"I was doing that very thing,” said Tom, “and 
when I get done I’ll be giving you no nickels and stop 
askin’.” . ■ . 
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‘Xaddy doo. Gimme a beer, my Far. Boon friend,” 
said Eddie. "After serving the lady and. gentleman, 
of course.” 

“When I get good and ready I’ll give yiz a beer. 
It’s almost time for you to ring in anytvay. What 
about we taxpayers of this great city? When we go to 
exercise our franchise at the polls we’ll change all 
this.” 

"Civil Service. Did you never hear of the Civil Serv- 
ice, my laddy-buck? The members of the Finest are 
Civii Service and what the likes of you repeaters do 
at the polls affects us not one single iota. A beer!" 

"Get outa here. Go on out and ring in. It’s twenty- 
five to, time to box in.” 

“The clock is fast” 

"God can strike me dead if it is. I fixed it meself 
cornin’ in this evening. Go on or you’ll be wrote up 
again.” 

"I’ll go, and I’ll be back with a hatful of nickels,” 
said Eddie. He pulled his equipment belt around and 
put on his tunic and straightened his cap and as he 
was leaving he said, “Will I bring you a paper?” 

"Go on, don't be trying to soft-soap me now,” said . 
Tom. 

A party of four young men came in and began to 
play very seriously a game -with matches, for drinks. 

A man in an undershirt and black trousers, wearing 
a cap made out of neatly folded newspaper, came in 
and waved his hand to the match-game players, but 
sat alone. A man with his hat on the back of his head 
came in and spoke to the players and to the man with 
the newspaper cap. He sat alone and began making 
faces at himself in the mirror and went into a long 
story which Tom showed by nods that he was listen- 
ing to. During the story the man never once took his 
eyes off his reflection in the mirror. Tom was atten- 
tive with the man who looked at himself, chatted 
about baseball with the man with the newspaper cap, 
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kidded with the match-game players,- and was courtly 
with Liggett and Gloria. The cop came back bearing 
several newspapers and a large paper bag, from whicli 
he took several containers. Out of these he poured 
stew'ed clams into dishes which Tom got out of the 
bottom of the free lunch bar. The cop said: ."Let 
the lady have hers first,”, and then everyone else was 
served while the cop looked on, happy; then he took 
off his tunic and laid it on the back of a chair, and 
then he went over to the piano. 

“Get- away from that God damn piano,” yelled 
Tom. “Beggin’ your pardon. Miss. Eddie, you lug 
you, get away from that t’ing, it’s out of order.” 

"You go to hell,” said Eddie. "Beg your most hum- 
ble pardon. Lady, I have some rights here.” The 
nickel he had dropped had set the motor humming, 
and in a minute the place was filled with the strains 
of "Dinah, is there anyone finah?” 

“Oh, Jesus, Mary and Joseph, the ^vTong record," 
said the cop, in real pain. "I wanted ‘Mother 
Machree.’ " 


A special deliveiy letter which arrived at the home 
of Gloria Wandrous the next morning: 


Dear Gloria.— I see that- you have not changed one 
whit your deplorable habit of breaking-appointments, 
or did you not realize that we had an appointment 
today? I came, at great inconvenience, to New York 
today, hoping to see you on the matter which we are 
both anxious to settle. I brought with me the amount 
you specified, which is a large sum to be carrying 
about on one’s person, especially in times like these. 

Please try to be at home tomorrow (Monday) 
between 12 noon and one p.m., when I shall attempt 
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to reach you by long distance telephone. If not, I 
shall tiy again at the same hour on Tuesday. 

If you realized what inconvenience it costs me to 
come to New York you would be more considerate. 

Hastily, 

J. E. R. 


Gloria read this letter late Monday afternoon, tvhen 
she ■'.vent home after spending the night rvidi Liggett. 
“Poor dear,” she said, upon reading the letter. 'Tf I 
realized -^vhat inconvenience, meeyahl” 
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P DDiE BRUNNER was one of the plain Californians. 

He was one of those young men whose height 
and frame make tliem look awkrvard unless they are 
wearing practical yachting clothes, or a $150 tailcoat. 
He did not gain much presence from his height, 
which was six feet two. When he talked standing up 
he made a gesture, always the same gesture; he put 
out his hands in the position of holding an imag- 
inary basketball, about to shoot an imaginary foul. 
He could not talk svith animation unless he sto^ up, 
but he did not often talk trith animation. Like all 
Californians he made a substantive clause of every 
statement he made; "It's going to rain today, is what 
I think . . . Herbert Hoover isn’t going to be our next 
President, is my guess ... I only have two bucks, is 
all" ■ 

In his two years in New York he had had four good 
months, or make it five. At Stanford he was what is 
known as well liked, which tells a different story from 
popular. Popular men and women in college make a 
business of being popular. Well-liked people do things 
■svithout getting disliked for them. Eddie Brunner 
drew funny pictures. He had a bigger vogue away 
from Stanford than at it, because the collegiate mag- 
azines republished his dratvings. He had taken tire 
work of several earlier collegiate comic artists— 
notably Taylor, of Dartmouth-and fashioned a dis- 
tinctive comic type. He drew little men with goggly 
eyes whose heads and bodies looked as though tliey 
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had been pressed squat. He had a rebus signature: a 
capital B and. a line draiving of a runner. It was a 
dny . signature. It had to be because the men Eddie 
drew were so small. In college he drew no women if 
he could help it; rvith his technique women would 
have to have fat legs and squat little bodies. Occasion- 
ally he did a female head as illustration for He-She 
gags, most of which he rvrote himselL 

TTie Stanford Chaparral, as a result of Eddie's 
drawings, had a high unofficial rating among college 
humorous monthlies during the three years Eddie con- 
tributed to it He did nothing in freshman year; he 
was just barely staying in college, what with his hon- 
est laziness, his fondness for certain phonograph rec- 
ords, and a girl. 

When he got out of college, rvith the class of '29, 
he was secretly envied by a good many classmates. 
Even the wealthy ones envied him. He had some- 
thing; back East they knerv about Eddie. Hadn't his 
dratvings been in Judge and College Humor time after 
time? Eddie's father, a lucky sot who had made the 
fourth of a series of minor fortunes in miniature golf 
courses, had become bored rvith the golf courses and 
in the nick of time had converted them, wherever the 
zoning laws would permit, into drive-in car-service 
eateries, which were doing fabulous business in 
Eddie’s last year in college. Brunner the elder was 
never so happy as when accompanying a party of 
"sportsmen” and newspaper ■writers to a big fight 
back East. Jack Dempsey was a great friend of his. 
He hunself ■was an alumnus of the University of 
Kansas, but he gave huge football parties at Stanford 
and then at the St. Francis after the games. These 
did not embarrass Eddie, as Eddie had not joined 
his father's fraternity, and when the old gent came 
do^vn to Stanford he called at his own fraternity and 
otherwise busied himself so that Eddie could follow 
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his o'wn plans. Eddie had for his father the distant 
tolerance that sometimes compensates for a lack of 
any other feeling, or, better yet, is a substitute for the 
contempt Eddie sometimes was in danger of feeling. 

Eddie accepted his father’s generosity with polite 
thanks, knowing that Brunner pfere spent every week 
in tips at least as much as the $50 allowance he gave 
his son in senior year. Eddie spent his allowance on 
collectors’ items among old Gennett records, and on 
his girl. Almost regularly every six months Eddie fell 
in love with a new girl, and he would be in love with 
her until some extra-amatory crisis, such as a mid- 
year examination, would occur. That would take his 
mind off the girl, and he would resume his routine 
existence to find that he had been thoughtless about 
breaking dates, and he would have to get a new girl. 
With a good second-hand Packard phaeton and a 
seeming inability to get too much to drink, his in- 
stinctive good manners and ivhat the girls called his 
dry sense of humor, he could have just about his 
choice of the second-flight Stanford girls. 

The idea was that the allowance was to continue 
and he would come to New York and stay until he got 
a job. So wth his records and some Bristol board and 
the rest of his equipment packed in a seaman’s chest, 
and enough hand luggage to carry his clothes, Eddie 
and two cronies drove to New York. 

His father had arranged with his secretary about 
the allowance, and so it came regularly. With the 
cronies he took an apartment in a good building in 
Greenwich Village, and each of the friends furnished 
a bedroom and divided the cost of furnishing the 
common livingroora. They bought a bar, a quantity 
of gin, installed a larger electric icebox and began 
doing tlie town. One of Eddie’s roommates played 
pretty fair trombone, the other played a good imita- 
tive piano, and Eddie himself was fair on a tenor 
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banjo with ukulele stringing. Eddie also purchased 
a slightly used mellophone, hoping to duplicate, the 

performance o£ Dudley in the Weems record of 

"Travelin’ Blues,” which Eddie regarded , as about as 
good a saving number as ever was pressed into a disc 
He never learned to play the mellophone, but some- 
times on Saturday and Sunday nights the three friends 
would have a jam session, the three of them playing 
and drinking gin and ginger ale and playing, com- 
plimenting each other on breaks and licks or making 
pained faces when one or the other would play very 
corny. One night their doorbell rang and a young man 
who looked as though he were permanently drunk 
asked if he could come in and sit down. He brought 
with him a beautiful little Jewess. Eddie was a little 
hesitant about letting them in until the drunk said 
he only wanted to sit and listen. 

‘‘WellI" shouted the roommates. "Sit you down, 
have a drink. Have two drinks. What would you like 
to hear?” 

" ‘Ding Dong Daddy,’ ” said the stranger. "My name 
is Malloy. This is Miss Green. Miss Green lives up- 
stairs. She’s my girl.” 

"That’s all right,” they said. "Sit doivn, fellow, and 
we'll render one for you.” They played, and when 
they finished Miss Green and Malloy looked at each 
other and nodded. 

“I have drums,” said Malloy. 

"Where? Upstairs?” said Eddie. 

"Oh, no. Miss Green and I don’t live together that 
much, do we, Sylvia?” 

"Not that much. Almost but not quite,’-’ said Sylvia. 

"Where are they, the percussions?” said Eddie. 

"At home in Pennsylvania, where I come from,” 
said Malloy. “But I'll get them next week. Now do you 
mind if Sylvia plays?” 

The boy with the trombone offered her his trom- 
bone. Eddie handed up the banjo. 
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“Listen, I don't like your tone, see? She’s my girl, 
nd I am a very tough guy.” 

"Oh, I don’t think you’re so tough. Big, but not 
3 tough, is iny guess.”, 

"No, not so tough, but plenty tough enough for 
ou,” said Malloy, and got up and swung at the piano 
-layer. The trombone player grabbed Malloy’s anns. 
7he piano player had caught the blow on his upraised 
arearm. 

“I’m for letting them fight," said Eddie, but he 
ook hold of Malloy. “Listen, fellow, you’re one to 
hree here and we’d just give you a shellacking and 
hrow you downstairs if we had to. But we wouldn’t 
lave to. My friend here is a fighter.” 

“Make them shake hands,”^ said the trombone 
(layer. 

“What for?” said Eddie. “Why should they shake 
lands?” 

“Let him go," said the piano player. 

“All right, let him go,” said Eddie to the trombone 
slayer. They let him go. and Malloy went in after the. 
siano player and stopped suddenly and fell and sat 
sn the floor. 

“You shouldn’t have done that,” said the trombone 
player. 

“Why not?” said the piano player. 

“Why not? He asked for it,” said Eddie. 

“Well, he’s pl^tered,” said the trombone player. 

"He’ll be all right. I’m afraid,” said the piano play- 
er. He went over and bent dotvn and spoke to Malloy. 
‘How you coming, K.O.?” 

“Urn all right You the one that hit me?" said Mal- 
loy, gently caressing his jawbone. 

Yes. Here, take my hand. Get up before your girl 
jetsback.” ^ ^ ^ 

"Who? Oh, Sylvia. Where is she?” 

“She’s still in the can.” 

Malloy got up slowly but unassisted. He sat in a 
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deep chair and accepted a drink- “I think I could 
take you, sober.” 

“No. No. Get that idea out o£ your head, said the 
piano player. 

“Don’t be patronizing,’' said Malloy. 

“He can afford to be patronizing,” said Eddie. "Mj 
friend is one of the best amateur hghtimghts on the 
Coast.- Do you know where the Coast is?” 

"Aw, why don't you guys cut it ouL Leave him 
alone,” said the trombone player. 

Sylvia appeared. "Did you think I got studt? I 
couldn’t find the bathroom light. '^V'hy, Jimmy, what’s 
the matter?” 

“I walked into a punch.” 

. ‘TVho? Who hit him? You? You big wall-eyed son 
of a bitch?” 

"No, not me,” said the trombone player. 

"Then who did? You! I can tell, you sorehead, be- 
cause I showed you how to play piano you had to 
assert your superiority some way, so you take a sock 
at a drunk. Come on, Jimmy, let's get out of here. I 
told you I didn’t want to come here in the first place.” 

‘Wait a second, Baby. Don't get the wrong idea. 
It was my fault.” 

“Stop being a God damn gentleman. It fli becomes 
you. Come on, or I’ll go alone and I vron't let vou in, 
either.” 

“I’U go, but I was in the wrong and I vrant to say 
so. I apologize to you. Whatever Your Name Is—” 

“Brunner.” 


“And you, and you, and thank you for being— Any- 
way, I apologize.” 

"All right.” 

‘‘But I still think I could take you.” 

. “Oh, now wait a minute, listen here,” said the piano 
player. If you want to settle this right now I’ll eo 
outside, or right here-” ^ 

“Oh, shut up.” said Eddie. ‘Tou're as bad as he 
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is. Good night. Good night." When the door closed 
he turned on the piano player. He was all right at 
the end. He apologized, and you can’t blame him 
for wanting to think he could lick you. 

"A wrong guy. If I ever see him again I’ll punch 
his face in for him.” 

"Maybe. Maybe it wouldn't be so easy if he was 
sober. He had to walk on a loose rug to take that hay- 
maker at you, remember. I don’t want to hear any 
more about it. The hell with it.’ 

"Ah, you give me a pain in the ass." 

"You took the very words right out of my mouth. 
All you tough guys, ’’ said Eddie. 

"Gee, but that little Mocky could play that piano,” 
said the trombone player. 

That was the fimt of two meetings between Eddie 
Brunner and Jimmy Malloy. Eddie’s life went on as 
usual for a while. He did a few drawings and sold 
none. His stufiE was too good for a syndicate manager 
to take a chance on it; too subtle. But it was not the 
type of thing that belonged in the New Yorker, the 
only other market he could think of at the time. So 
the three friends would have their jam sessions, and 
some night when they did not play they would sit and 
talk. The names they would talk: Bix Beiderbeck, 
Frankie Trumbauer, MifE Mole, Steve Brown, Bob 
MacDonough, Henry Busse, Mike Pingatore, Ross 
Gorman and Benny Goodman, Louis Armstrong and 
Arthur Shutt, Roy Bargy and Eddie Gilligan, Harry 
MacDonald and Eddie Lang and Tommy and Jimmy 
Dorsey and Fletcher Henderson, Rudy Wiedoeft and 
Isham Jones, Rube Bloom and Hoagy Carmichael, 
Sonny Greer and Fats Waller, Husk O’Hare and 
Duilio Sherbo, and other names like Mannie Kline 
and Louis Prima, Jenney and Morehouse, Venuti, 
Signorelli and Cress, Peewee Russell and Larry Binion; 
arid some were for this one and some for that one, and 
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all the names meant something as big as Wallenstein 
and Flonzaley and Ganz do to some people. 

Early in October of tliat year Eddie got a telegram 
from his mother: papa died op a stroke this 

ING FUNERAL SATURDAY PLEASE COME. Eddie COUntcd 

the words. He knew his mother; she probably thought 
the indehnite article did not cost anything in a tele- 
gram. He overdrew at the bank and cashed a check 
large enough to take him home, cashed it in an up- 
town speakeasy where he tvas knmvn. He tvent home, 
and his maternal uncle told him how his father had 
died; in the middle, or the beginning maybe, of a 
party in a Hollytvood hotel, surrounded by unknown 
Hollytvood characters. They kept that from Eddie’s 
mother, who had been such a sad, stupid little tvoman 
for so many years that she could have taken it without 
shock. All she said, over and over again, as they 
made plans for the funeral was: *‘I don't know, Roy 
always said he wanted to be buried with the Shrine 
band. He wanted them to play some march, but I 
can’t think of the name of it.” They told her not to 
worry about it; they couldn’t have the Shrine band 
for a funeral, so don’t keep worrying about it After 
the services she said she noticed that Mr. Farragui 
was at the funeral. "That Just showed, you know,” 
she said. “I think Roy could have got in the 
Burlingame Club if he'd of tried just once more, or 
why would Mr. Farragut be here today?” Mr. Far- 
ragut was the man Mr. Brunner always had blamed 
for blackballing him from membership in the only 
organization he might have joined that he did not 
join. 

Roy Brunner was one jump ahead of the sheriff 
when he keeled over wnth his cerebral hemorrhat^e 
m his eyes. He had been letting the drive-in car-senice 
eatenes get along wthout him, as he figured to do 
somethmg new rvith all those lots he had tied up 
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He had gained a local reputation for sagacnoiisness 
and public-pulse-feeling as a result of getting out of 
the miniature golf course business ahead of time. His ■ 
new idea was a nickel movie on every available cor- 
ner; shelving newsreels and short subjects for a nickel. 
A half-hour show, and turn tliem out. That did not 
give them muclt for tlteir money, as it meant only one 
short and ttvo newsreels, but on the other hand it 'was 
a lot for their money. A nickel? What did they want 
for a nickel? It w'as only a time killer anyway. He was 
in Hollycvood ostensibly working on this project at 
the time the grim reaper called. No papers had been 
signed, and he hadn’t seen the top men, but he was 
going to let them know he was in town tomorrow or 
the day after, and tltis party was just a little informal 
get-together with a couple of football coaches and 
golf professionals and what are known in the head- 
lines as Film Actresses— extra girls. He had all the 
confidence in the world, and not without some reason. 
A man %vho is able to show tlie motion picture pro- 
ducers one example of how he called the turn of the 
public fancy can sell them practically anything, so 
long as he calls it Showmanship. But no papers had 
been signed. , 

“Your mother’s going to stay tvith Aunt Ella and me 
for the present,’’ Eddie’s uncle told him, and that 
settled a problem for Eddie. He did not want to stay 
around his mother. He loved her because she was his 
mother and sometimes he felt sorry for her, but all his 
life (he had realized at a time when he was still toci 
young for such a realization) she was so engrossed in 
her oivn life work of observing the carryings-on of her 
husband that she was like some older person whom 
Eddie knew but who did not alway's speak to him on 
the street. She was a member of a Pioneer Family, ' 
which in Califorma means what Mayflower Descend- 
ant means in the East. The Mayflower Descendants; 

, however, have had time to rest and recover from the ' 
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exhausting, cruel trip, and many have 6one ^, al- 
though inbreeding did not speed recosery. But the 
Pioneers had a harder trip and not so long ago, an 
it is reasonable to suppose that many of their tiuaiber 
■were so weakened when they got as far as the Paahc 
littoral that they handed down a legacy of tued 
bodies. Roy Brunner had come out from Kansas on a 
train, and his wife became his wife— a little to his 
surprise — the first time he asked her. She d never been 
asked before, and was afraid she never would be again. 
She would willingly have learned, in married life, 
the one important tiling her husband was able to 
teach her, but he was tolerantly impatient with her, 
and went elsewhere for his fun. When it came time to 


acquaint Eddie with the facts of sexual life, and Roy 
acquainted him 'with them, his wife said to him; 
"How did you tell' him?” The reason she asked was 
that she still had hopes at that time of finding out 
herself. But Roy's answer tvas; "Oh, I just told him. 
He knew a lot already.” 

Eddie knew that in his mother his unde was figur- 
ing on a profitable paying guest. That annoyed him 
a little, but what was there to do? She wanted to be 
there, and it took care of everything satisfactorily. 
Mrs. Brunner gave Eddie five hundred dollars out of 
her own money, and having signed a power of attorney 
in favor of his uncle, Eddie returned to New York, 
believing that his allowance would continue. 

It never came again. His father’s estate was tangled 
enough, and the Crash fixed eveiy-thing fine. Eddie’s 
unde was hit, though not crippled. He -wrote to Eddie, 
who was a month and a half behind in the rent with a 
lease to run exactly a year longer. He told Eddie thes 
all were comparatively lucky. "You are young,” he 
said, "and can earn your own living. I hope you wil 
he able to send your mother something from time tc 
time, as we can give her a roof over her head, a plac( 
to sleep and eat but nothing else. ...” 
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, Eddie sold his car for $35, he hocked his beautiful 
mellophone for $10. He gathered together, early in 
December, all his money and found he had not quite 
$200. His roommates had jobs and they -were more 
tlian willing to have him keep his share of the apart- 
ment and owe them his share of the rent, but in Jan- 
uary one of them lost his job in the first Wall Street 
purge, and in March they all were ousted from their 
apartment. 

They went their separate ivays. One of the room- 
mates had a married sister living sonie%vhere in sub- 
urban New Jersey. He went there. The other, the fight- 
er, died of pneumonia in a room off Avenue A. Eddie 
did not even hear about it until long after his friend's 
body had been cremated. Eddie went from rooming- 
house to rooming-house, in the . Village at first, and 
then in the West Forties, among the Irish of Tenth 
Avenue. He stayed uptotvn because it saved a dime, 
carfare every day. He tried every’ place, everyone, he 
knew to get a job. He was a helper in a restaurant one 
week, piddng dirty plates off tables and carrying tray- 
fuls of them to the kitchen. He dropped a tray and 
was fired, but he paid something on his rent and he 
had kept his belly full. He thought of driving a' taxi, 
but he did not loiow how to go about in He, knew 
there had to be licenses and other details, and he 
did not have the money for a license. He tried to be 
an actor, saying he could play comedy diaracter parts. 
The only time he was picked he revealed right away 
that he had had no experience: he did not know what 
a side was, nor anything else about the stage. One 
night, very hungry, he allowed hiniself to be picked 
up by a fairy, but he wanted his meal first and the 
fairy did not trust him, so he punched the fairy one 
for luck and felt better, but wished he had had the 
guts to take the fairy's bankroll. He sold trventy-five 
cent ties in fly-by-night shops and was a shill at two 
auctions biit the auctioneer decided he was too tall; 
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people Tvoiild lemeiiiber him. Then, through his land- 
lady, for whose children he sometimes dreiv fum" 
pictures, he heard of a marvelous opportunity: ragn 
man in a hotel which was more of a whore-house. I 
was through her Tammany connection that she hear? 
about the job. He operated a stvitchboard and rm 
the elevator from six in the evening to eight in th 
morning, for ten dollars a week and room, plus tips 
Customers would come in and the passtvord wa; 
"I’m a friend of Mr. Stone’s.” Then Eddie would loo] 
the customer over and ask him whom he wanted b 
see, and the man would give the name of one of th 
three women. Eddie then would call the room of tli 
woman named, and say: "There's a friend of M: 
Stone’s here for you,” and she would say all right, am 
Eddie would say: “She says she’s not sure she remen: 
bers you. Will you describe her to me?” And the ma: 
would either describe her or say quite frankly thz 
he’d never been there before, and all this vras r.al 
ing. It gave Eddie a chance to look him over careful] 
and it gave the woman a chance to prepare to ente 
tain the risitor, or get dressed and get ready to t 
raided, if Eddie pulled back the switchboard ke 
which rang her room. He was instructed to turn dow 
men who were too drunk, as the place was not payin 
the kind of protection that had to be paid by di 
joints. Eddie never turned anyone dotvn. 

On this job he met Gloria. She r am p in one nigh 
plastered, %vith a sunburned man, also plastered, wh 
wore in his lapel the boutonniere of the Lerion c 
Honor. Eddie was a little afraid of him at fot, bu 
he guessed it would be too early in the season for , 
cop to have the kind of tan this man haH A.nd tiii 
man said: "Tell Jane it’s the major. She’ll knew' 
Jane knew and told Eddie to send him right un Th. 
girl, Gloria, went rvith him. Eddie made the 
that this was Gloria’s first time here, but not her^~' 
experience being a spectator. The major kept 

95 



JOHN O’HARA 

ing to himself in tlie elevator, humming, and saying to 
Gloria: "All right, honey?" 

The major gave Eddie a dollar when they reached 
Jane’s floor, gave it to him as though that were the 
custom from time immemorial. Eddie returned to the 
switdrhoard. Then in about twenty minutes he heard 
footsteps, and standing before him was the girl, Gloria. 

"Will you lend me that dollar he gave you?” she 
said. “Come on, I'll give it back to you. You don’t 
want any trouble, do you?" 

“No. But how’ll I know you’U give it back to me? 
Honestly, I need thathuck.” 

"You don’t have to pimp for your money, I imag- 
ine." 

“That’s where you’re wong, but here, take it.” 

'Til bring it ba^ tomorrow. I’ll give you two bucks 
tomorrow,’’ she said. "What are you doing here, any- 
way?” 

“You mean what is a nice girl like me doing in a 
place like this,’’ said Eddie. 

‘,‘Good night," she said, “and thanks a million.’’ 

' He had a feeling she would return the money, and 
she did, two nights later. She gave him five dollars. She 
said she didn't have change for it, and he took it. 
“What happened the other night, anything?” she said. 

“Your ftiend got stinko and Jane had to send out 
for a bouncer,” he said. 

“Oh, you're not the bouncer?” 

“Do I look like a bouncer?” 

• “No. but-’’ 

But I don’t look like an elevator boy in a whore- 
house either, is what you’re trying to say.” 

"Are you from the West?" 

“Wisconsin,” said Eddie. ’ . 

“What part of Wisconsin?” - 

"Duluth,” said Eddie.’ 

“Duluth is in Minnesota," 

“I know,” said Eddie. 
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"Oh, in other ivords mind my own business. Okay. 

Well, I just asked. I'll be seeing you.” 

“1 have something belonging to you, Miss VVan- 

drous." 

“matl” 

“Your purse, you left it in Jane’s room when you 
left in such a hurr>'. That’s why you had to borrow 
the buck, remember? I took the liberty of trying to 
identify the otvner, but I couldn’t find you in the 
phone book. I didn't think I would.” 

"Oh.” 

"I was going to take a chance that you were still 
living at the address on your driver’s license. You 
better get a new license, by the way. The 1928 licenses 
aren’t any good any more. This is 1930.” 

"Did you show this to anybody?” 

“No.” 

"Why not?” 

"I just didn’t think it was anybody else’s business. 
It wasn’t mine, for that matter, but it’s better for you 
to have me look at it than turn it over to, well, one of 
the boys we have around here sometimes.” 

"You’re a good egg. I just happened to think who 
it is you remind me oL” 

“I know.” 

“Do you?” 

"I ought to. I’ve heard it often enough.” 

"YVTio?” • 

"Lindbergh." 

“Yes, that’s right. I guess you would hear that a loL 
When is your night off?” 

“The second Tuesday of every week.” 

."No “gilt off? I thought they had to give you a 

•‘They break a lot of ordinances here, ordinances 
and laws. Why. what do you want to know about mv 
nights out for?” ^ 

"We could have dinner.” 
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, "Sure. Do you think I’d be here if I could take 
girls out to dinner?” . -j 

"Who said anything about taking me? I just said 
we could have dinner. I have no objection to paying 
for my otvn dinner under certain circumstances.” 

“For instance.” 

‘Tor instance eating ivith someone I like.” 

"Now we're getting somewhere,” he said, but he 
could not prolong the flippancy. This was the first 
time in months that anyone had spoken a kind per- 
sonal word to him. She understood that. 

"Get somebody to work for you, can’t you?” 

"Why should I? . . . Hell, why shouldn’t I? There’s 
a jiggaboom had this job before me is working dotvn 
the street now. He just runs the elevator at a hotel 
now, maybe he might work for me if they said it was 
all right. I don't want to lose this job, though." 

The Negro said he would be glad' to take over Ed- 
die’s job for a night, and Mrs. Smith, Eddie’s boss, 
said it would be all right but not to make a practice 
of it, as the girls upstairs did not like Negroes for 
agents. 

Thus began the friendship of Gloria and Eddie. 


It would be easy enough to say any one of a lot of 
things about Gloria, and many things were said. It 
could be said that she was a person who in various 
ways— some of them peculiar— had the ability to help 
other people, but lacked the ability to help herself. 
Someone could rvrite a novel about Gloria without 
ever going very far from that thesis. It was, of course, 
the work of a fe%v minutes for the 1931 editorial 
writers (who apparently are the very last people to 
read 'the papers) to find in Gloria a symbol of modem 
youth. She was no more a symbol of modern youth 
tlian Lindbergh was a symbol of modem youth, or 
Bob Jones the golfer, or Prince George, or Rudy 
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Valine, or Linky Mitchell, or DeHart Hubbard or 
anyone else who happened to be less than thirty years 
old up to 1930. There can be no symbol of modern 
youth any more than there can be a symbol of modern 
middle age, and anyway symbol is a misnomer. The 
John Held Jr. caricature of the “flapper” of tlie 1 920’s, 
or the girls and young men whom Scott Fitzgerald 
made self-conscious tvere not symbols of the youth of 
that time. As a matter of fact there was no tie-up be- 
tween the Scott Fitzgerald people and the John Held 
people. The Scott Fitzgerald people were draivn better 
by two arists named Lawrence Fellows and Williamson 
than by John Held. Held drew caricatures of the boys 
and girls who went to Tast Orange High School and 
the University of Illinois; the Held drawings were 
caricatures and popular, and so people associated tlte 
Fitzgerald people with the Held drawings. The Fitz- 
gerald people did not go in for decorated yellow slick- 
ers, decorated Fords, decorated white duck trousers, 
and stuff like put-and-take tops and fraternity pins 
and square-toed shoes and Shifter movements and 
trick dancing and all the things that caught on with 
the Held people. The Held people tried to look like 
the Held people; the Fitzgerald-Fellows people were 
copies of the originals. 

The average man, Mr. Average Man, Mr. Taxpayer, 
as dratvn by Rollin Kirby looks like the average Netv 
York man making more than §5,000 a year. He wears 
Brooks clothes, including a Herbert Johnson hat, 
which is a pretty foreign-looking article of apparel in 
Des Moines, Iowa, where J. N. Darling is the car- 
toonist; but , in New York, Kirby’s territory', the Kirby 
taxpayer is typical. He is a man who wears good 
clothes tvithout ever being a theater-program well- 
dressed man; itris easy to imagine him going to his 
dentist, taking his wife to the theater, going back to 
Amherst for reunion, getting drunk twice a year, 
having an operation for appendicitis, putting aside 
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tile money to send his son to a good prep school, see- 
ing about new spectacles, and looking at, without al- 
ways being on the side of, the cartoons of Rollin. 
Kirby. But no one would call this man a syTiibol of 
middle age or American Taxpayer. If he .walked along 
the streets of Syracuse or Wheeling or Terre Haute he 
would be known as a stranger. He would be picked out 
as a stranger from a bigger dty', and probably picked 
as a New Yorker. And a Held flapper would have em- 
barrassed any young snob who took her to a Princeton 
prom. And a Fellows young man, driving up in his 
Templar phaeton to the Pi Beta Phi house at a Western 
Ck>nference University would have been spotted by the 
sorority girls even before they saw the Connecticut 
license on his car. There are typical men and w’omen, 
young and old, but only editorial svriters would be so 
stveeping as to pick out a certain girl or a certain boy 
and call him a symbol of modem youth. 

There could be a symbol of modem young woman- 
hood, but the newspapers would not be likely to 
print her picture. She would have to be naked. The 
young girl w'ho was about tsventy years old in the 
* latter half of the 1920's did conform to a size. She 
was about five feet five, she weighed about 110. She 
Had a good body. There must be a reason for the fact 
that so many girls fitted that description, without re- 
gard to her social classification. And the reason may 
well be that bettveen 1905 and 1915 the medical pro- 
fession used approximately the same system in treat- 
ing pregnant women and in the feeding and care of 
infants. Even the children of Sicilian and Ghetto 
parentage suddenly grew taller, so the system must 
have been standard; there seems to be no other ex- 
planation for this uniformity. It is noticeable in laige 
families: the younger children, bom during and after 
the World tVar, are almost invariably tall and slender 
and healthier than their older brothers and sisters. 

Gloria missed by ten years being a “flapper"; that 
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is, i£ she had been bom ten years sooner she might 
have qualified in 1921 as a flapper, being twenty- 
two years old, and physically attractive. One of the 
differences between Gloria as she was and as she 
might have been was that in 1921 she might have 
been “considered attractive by both sexes,” and in 
1931 she was considered attractive by both sexes, 
but with a world of difference in the meaning and 
inner understanding of it. 

It has been hinted before that there was a reason 
for the recurring mood of despair which afflicted 
Gloria, When Gloria was eleven years old she was cor- 
rupted by a man old enough to be her father. At that 
time Gloria and her mother and uncle were living in 
Pittsburgh. Her father, a chemist, had been one of 
the first people to die of radium poisoning. The word 
father, spoken mth any tenderness or sentimental in- 
tent, always evoked a recollection of her father!s col- 
lege class picture. It tvas the only picture her mother 
had of her father, as something had happened to 
their wedding pictures when they were moving from 
one house to another. The class picture was not much 
help to a child who wanted to be like other children; 
she saw her father as a man with a white circle 
around his head, in the second row of three rotvs of 
young men standing on the steps of a stone building. 
Through her childhood she could not see a haloed 
saint’s picture without thinking of the picture of her 
father, but she would wonder why the halo did not 
go around the front and under the chin of the saint, 
and why the white circle around her father's head 
did not end at the shoulders the way it did with the 
saints; and tliinking first one thing and then the other 
she never thought of her father as a saint, and never 
thought of The saints except as reminders of her 
father. 

Her uncle, a man named AVilliam R. Vandamm (R 
for Robespierre) , was the older brother of her mother. 
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He, too, was a chemist and had been a classmate of 
Gloria’s father at Comell. Vandamm and Gloria’s £a- 
dier had gone to Chile after college, and had stayed long 
enough to hate it jointly and break their contracts to- 
gether. They came back together and Wandrous mar- 
ried Vandamm’s sister. I'here was a little money on 
all sides, and both bride and groom brought equal 
advantages to the union, and it was one of those ob- 
scure, respectable marriages tltat take place every 
Saturday. When Wandrous died it was Vandamm who 
went to the radium company and used his Masonic 
and professional and political connections to see to it 
that money was provided for the upbringing and 
education of Gloria. They wanted to give the widow 
stock in the radium company, but Vandamm was too 
smart for that and thereby lost close to a million dol- 
lars, as it later turned out, but Vandamm was the only 
one who noticed that, and he did not call his sister’s 
attention to it. 

Vandamm was a good enough industrial chemist, 
and a very good uncle. He lived away most of the 
time while Gloria was a small child. He would take a 
job, hold it a year or so, and then take a better job, 
gaining in money and experience and acquaintance. 
He would live in men’s clubs and Y.M.C.A.’s all over 
the country, taking half of his annual vacation at 
Christmas so that he could spend the holidays with 
his sister and niece. He would bring home beautiful 
presents, usually picked . by one of the succession of 
nice young women to whom he was attentive. In every 
town where he worked it was the same. He was clean 
and respectable and had a good job, and he was un- 
married., So he would single out one of tire young 
women he met. and he would be polite to her and 
take her to nice dances and send her flowers, and tell 
her all the time what a- wonderful thing this friend- 
ship was. Each time he quit his job and moved to an- 
other town he would leave behind a bewildered young 
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woman, who had had him to her house for Sunday 
dinner fifty times in a year, but had nodiins sho^r 
for it, candy and flowers being the perishable tilings 
that they are. There were two e.\ceptions: one was a 
young ivoman who fell in love widi him and did not 
care how much she showed it. He had to depart from 
his Platonic poliq”^ in her case, becaase she was ni-ik- 
ing what were then known as goo-goo eyes at hj^ 
every, time she satv him, at parties or alone. At the 
risk of not being permitted to finish, he told her tliat 
she had made him feel as no other girl had made him. 
feel, and for that reason he was quitting his job at 
the factory. If he stayed on, he said, he would be 
tempted to ask her something he had no right to ask 
her. Why had he no right to ask her? she w-anted to 
know. Because of his sister and niece. They had only 
what money he could give them, and never tvould 
have more. For that reason he hated to quit his job; 
he had been able to do things for them t^t he never 
had been able to do before. "I will never marry,” he 
stated, as though it had national political significance. 
That fixed her. It also fixed him; instead of making 
him less attractive it made him look tall and husky, a 
philanthropist who gave millions in secret It made 
her feel something she never had felt before. Before 
that she and all women like her were a Kttle afraid 
that all bachelors were comparing all eligible w'Qtnen. 
But William, he wasn't comparing. He had derided 
on her, even though he could not, because of his de- 
pendents, have her. It turned out to be onlv 3. oues- 
tion of time before he did have her. “Ta.ke me,"" she 
said, one moonlight night, and she tlarew her amis 
back. He wasn’t quite ready to take her at that mr.- 
ment but he tvas in a minute. For tfie rest of that 
■jear he would take her every Sundav night, after pav- 
ing a risit to a drug store in another pa^t oTtowm 
every Saturday night In nice weather thev 
der casually in the backyard and dart sudd,mly iVim 
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the carriage house. In bad weather they would have 
to wait until her father and mother had gone to bed, 
and then they would go down cellar. They would 
leave a scrub-bucket just inside the cellar door so that 
if anyone started to come dotvn, whoever it was would ^ 
knock the bucket down the steps with a warning 
racket. It was better in the carriage house, as she did 
not get her petticoat so dusty in a barouche as on the 
cellar floor. 

The second exception was the girl in the next torvn 
he came to. He fell in love with her and asked her to 
mar ry him. She tumed him doivn with such finality • 
that she ivas sorry for him and suggested that they 
could still be friends. He snatched at this eagerly, and 
there 'ivas nothing he would not do for her. Years 
later he read about her. She and a married man, a 
doctor in the same "set” died together in a Chicago 
hotel. The doctor shot her through tlie heart and 
then tumed the revolver on himself. That, after all 
those years, made Vandamm understand why she 
would not have him; there was someone else. 

The arrival of the World War %vas propitious for 
Vandamm, who was getting a little tired of all but the 
freedom part of his freedom. He was beginning to 
hate the visits to the drug stores on Saturday night; 
he hated not being able to go right to sleep; he hated 
keeping his mind active so that he would not be . led 
into a proposal of marriage. He detested the little 
university clubs he lived in. He hated American ac- 
cents. In no town that he ever lived in had he made 
an impression on the first three families. He could 
see, tvhen he met . them, how they regarded him: an 
Easterner who wasn’t good enough for the East and 
thought he would be a king among monkeys rather 
tlian a monkey among kings. He decided he had had 
enough experience, and from now on would make 
money. 
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He went to Pittsburgh and had no trouble getting a 
job. In the war years he made excellent salaries and 
he and his sister bought a house in the East End. It 
turned out that he had to move a^in, this time to 
Wilmington, Delaware, but his visits home— and he 
thought of it as home — were more frequent than tiiey 
had been. One of the results of these frequent visits 
was his discovering that he adored his niece. He 
never would have put it that way. Even love was a 
word he had schooled himself against using. But he 
began to look forward to seeing her every time she 
was out of his sight. Here was someone he could 
love svithout watching what he said and did. It was 
such a relief after the long cautious years. What 
started it was the child’s beauty, and he took pride in 
the relationship. She photographed well and he car- 
ried snapshots of her in his wallet. He was glad she 
was not his daughter, because he could love her more. 
Fathers have to love their daughters and sometimes 
there is nothing else, but an uncle can love his little 
niece, and they can be friends, and she will listen to 
him and he can be as extravagant with her as he 
pleases. His sister was in favor of this obvious en- 
thusiasm on the part of her brother, although she 
was not unaware that her brotlier more and more gave 
to her the status of a privileged governess. 

The war, his work, die money it brought him— they 
were half his life. Gloria was the other half, that he 
did not talk much about 

He took his sister’s money and doubled it for her, 
not really for her but for Gloria. Then when he saw 
what he had done, he had what he thought was a bril- 
liant idea. For the first time in his life he indulged 
the dangerous thrill of planning someone else’s life. 
He wanted to get his sister married oif. That would 
be all for the present. Get her married off, and then 
see what happened. But he could not stop thinking 
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what might happen, and did not see why he should 
not enjoy his plans. His sister was young enough to 
have cliildren, and i£ she had a child, a new baby, 
with a living husband, there was no -telling what 
might happen. He reasoned that his sister ought to be 
glad to let him have Gloria. She would have a child o£ 
her oivn, and he would have Gloria. He would think 
later on about marriage for himself. If the right 
woman came along and Gloria liked her, and he liked 
her for Gloria, he might marry her. In the course 
of a few months of thinking along these lines Van- 
damm planned a whole new life for himself. He 
thought of it only as rearranging his own life, and 
never as deliberate, planned rearranging of the lives 
of anyone else, except little Gloria, who was after all, 
so young. ... 

In Wilmington he had met a man, a major in the 
Army Ordnance Department. Major Boam was not like 
most of the men who, without previous military ex- 
perience, walked into captaincies and majorities in the 
Ordnance Department and Quartermaster and Medi- 
cal Corps; he looked well in uniform. He looked fit, 
healthy, strong. This man worked out of Washington, 
and spent most of his time in Wilmington, Eddystone, 
Bethlehem, and Pittsburgh. Vandamm remained a ci- 
vilian all through the ivar. He ivas nearsighted, under- 
weight, flat-footed, and the Army didn’t want him. 
Not that they were rude about it; they wanted him 
to remain a civilian. 

“Next time you’re in Pittsbuigh stop in and see my 
sister,’’ Vandamm told Major Boam. The major said he 
would be glad to, and did, and when next he saw 
Vandamm he said he had stopped in and had dinner 
with Mrs. Wandrous, a very nice dinner. Vandamm 
wanted to know if he had seen Gloria, but the major 
said he hail been so late that Gloria had been asleep, 
oh, hours, when he got there. To Vandamm that 
meant that Boam had arrived late and must have en- 
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Born » a mdower ,„ have 

have married very young, , • ^ ,ylie daugh- 

r&rhtroamrrtJ^her. ■I,.= 

ter -lived m , , r. » Boam said. 

5rdS.re"rgf*e?e“a«^^^^^^^ 

a little as though Boam were lonely, and that fitted i 
vSidami's plans. A lonely tvadoKcr, ynung- 

middle-aged, ..ell set up, good '' 'J'J 

eave him a major’s commission nght o2 we 
W’d YOU like Major Boam?” Vandamm asked his 
sister. She liked him, she said. She judged men by 
their size. She liked a tall man better than a short 
man, and a tall husky man better than a tall llun man. 

The Armistice interfered tvith Vandamm’s plans. 
Major Boam took oS his Sam Brmme belt, his boots 
and spurs, his uniform tvith its ttvo silver chetTons 
on the left sleeve. He stopj^d in to see Vanda^ in 
Wilmington on his last trip around his draiit, and 
for the first time in the friendship he relaxed. Lead- 
ing up to it in the most roundabout tray, he finally 
said to Vandamm: "Well, it’s time I went out looking 


for a job.” It developed that Boam was not going 
back to some highly paid position. He was not going 
back to anything. He told Vandamm that when tlie 
United States entered the war he wanted to be a 


dollar-a-year man, but he couldn’t afford it. He had 
had expenses in connection ivith his daughter's mar- 
riage, and a lot of other things. The only way he 
could serve his country was to get a commission. 
Working for a major's pay was a financial loss, he 
said, and as much as he could do for his country. 
And now there was no job svaiting for him. 

This suited Vandamm. He told the major he svould 
see to it that he got a job. The major thanked him 
and said he would try to use his oivn connections 
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first, and if nothing came of them Vandamm was not 
to be surprised if one fine day Boam - turned up in 
Pittsburgh or Wilmington. 

He turned up in 1921, not to ask for a job, but just 
to pay a social call. He had found a vague job with 
the political end of the chemical game, he said. The 
vague job ’ivas lobbying. Peace with Germany was about 
to, be signed, and it was his job to see to it tliat when 
tire German dye factories reopened they did not 
week the American dye industry, such as it was. 
This was difficult, he pointed out, because many of 
the German factories were American-owned, or had 
been until war rvas declared, and Americans had to 
move 'carefully. There were some Americans who 
wanted their plants back nearly intact, and it was 
going to be a risky business if the Germans saw that 
the German dye industry was going to be discrimi- 
nated against. Official Germany would not dare do 
anything, but the workers in the German dye factories 
could not be counted on to' keep tlieir sabotaging 
hands off the factories if they heard that their means 
of livelihood was being cut off in the American Con- 
gress. In other words tliere were t\vo camps in Amer- 
ica; one camp, those svho had owned factories in Ger- 
many, didn’t want Congress to take any tariff action 
until after they saw what was going to happen about 
the plants.' The other camp consisted of the Ameri- 
cans wlio had more or less entered the dye industry 
for the first time when the British nav)' bottled up 
German maritime activity. These Americans had spent 
adot of money building up our dye industry (under 
.the tremendous handicap that the trade secrets of 
dye manufacture were kept in Germany) , and they 
didn t tvant to see their money go to waste just be- 
cause Geimany was licked. What was tire use of win- 
ning tlie God damn war if we couldn't get some- 
tiling out of it? 

And so Major Boam, ■who retained his military title 
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partly because the hotel and restaurant people m 
Washington loie^r him as Major Bo^, and partly be- 
cause he thought it gave him standing wth members 
of Congress-had been staying in Washington ever 
since the Harding Administration moved in. He spoke 
fraternally of Congress: “We’re getting a lot of tvork 
done dotvn there. You wouldn’t believ'e it the amount 
of work we’re getting done— why, who is this.-'’’ 

“This is Gloria. Say how do you do to Major Boam,” 
said Mrs. Wandrous. 

“How do you do/’ said Gloria. 

“Come here till I have a look at you," said the 
major. He held out his hands, his big brown fat 
hands. “Say, this is quite a young lady. Hotv old is 
she? How old are you, Gloria?” 

"I’m almost twelve,” she said. 

“Come up here,” he said. "Sit on my lap." 

"Oh, now. Major, she’ll be a nuisance,” said Mrs. 
Wandrous. 

“IVell, if the Major wants her,” said Vandamm. "Go 
on, Gloria, be sociable." 

"Shooooor she will,” said Major Boam. “Ups!” He 
picked her up and sat her dorvn on his left leg. He 
held his left hand on her back and went on talking. 
As he talked his hands moved, now he would pat and 
squeeze her bare thighs, now he would pat her little 
behind. She looked up at him as he did these things, 
and he went on talking so interestedly and in such a 
strong easy voice that she relaxed and laid her head 
on his shoulder. She liked the pressure of his hands, 
which did not hurt her the way some people's did. 
She liked the rumble of his voice and the smell of 
his dean white shirt and the feel of his soft flannel 
suit. 

"Look,” said Vandamm, interrupting and indicating 
with a nod how relaxed Gloria was. 

Boam nodded and smiled and continued what he 
was saying. In a little while Gloria fell asleep-it was 
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past her bedtime. Her mother picked her up off^ 
Boam’s lap, and Boam immediately jumped up: 

He tried to stay away from the Wandrous-Vandamm 
home after that, but the harder he tried, the more 
excuses he invented. He would plan to go there after 
he was sure Gloria would be asleep; but then he tvould 
be saying: "How’s little Gloria?” and Vandamra 
would immediately say: “Come up and see her when 
she's asleep.” Boam had business in Pittsburgh that 
was supposed to keep him there three or four days. 
He stayed a fortnight. All that time he knew what 
was happening to him. He did not know, what he 
wanted to do •with the child. He did know that he 
wanted to take her a^vay, be alone wth her. 

Up to that time Gloria had been only another 
beautiful child, with a head of dark bro'wn curly hair, 
and eyes that were startlingly beautiful at first glance, 
and then the longer you looked at them tlie more 
uninteresting they became. But each time you saw 
them anew you would be seeing for the first time how 
beautiful they were. Their beauty ■vvas in the set and 
the color, and being dark bro'wn and the eyes of a 
child, they did not change much and that ■was what 
made them uninteresting. Gloria was like most female 
children. She was cruel to animals, especially to dogs. 
She was not at all afraid of them until after they had 
made friends with her and then she would hit them 
■with a stick, and after that she. would be afraid of 
them, although for the benefit of her elders . she 
would call nice doggy. A Negro hired girl named 
Martha would come out from Wiley Avenue every 
afternoon to take Gloria for her walk. The other 
child s nurses were white and they did not encourage 
. the colored girl to sit with them. They did like to have 
pietty little Gloria with them, and pretty little Gloria 
knew this, kneiv that her company was preferable to 
Marthas,, so Martha had .no control over her. Her 
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mother did not try to exercise any control over her, 
except to see that she always looked nice beioie she 
went out. Barring only an occasional enema and trips 
to the dentist, Gloria's childhood was lived according 
to Gloria’s rules. School was easy for her; she svas 
bright, and any little brightness she displayed n-as 
rewarded out of proportion to its wortli. She Hhed all 
little boys until they played rough, and she would 
fight any little boy who was being mean to a little 
girl, any little girl. There was one continual paradox 
all through her childhood; for a child who frequently- 
heard herself called a little Princess she was very neg- 
lected. She had no one to create or to generate child- 
hood love. 

On the way out to Gloria’s home Beam did not al- 
low himself to think of what might happen,, ot what 
he hoped would happen. He had been out to the house 
every second day while he was in Pittsburgh, hut tlti 
one sunny day he knew was to be the day. He knew 
he was going to do something. It was after Iun(i 
and he had a hunch Mrs. Wandious would be cun 
She was. The maid who ansvrered the door knew 
him, and when he did not seem disposed 
when she said Mrs. Wandrous rvas out, she asked hhn. 
to come in. ‘Tou don’t know what she’ll he 
back?" he said. 

“No, sir, but I don't imagine for quite avuitle.£he 
went all the way downtown shopping. You guIt 
missed her by about a half an hour, i j 

cup of tea or something?” 

“No, thanks, you go ahead vrith ■f'rhatever you were 
doing. I’ll just sit down a little vdiile and if 
Wandrous doesn’t come along. Little Gloria, cut ubv- 
ing?” 

"No, sir, she’s in. The nurse-girl didn’t r-.. 
day. I’ll send her in.” 

“I'd like to say good-by to her. Fm leaving t.onrghrJ' 
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. ■ The maid was only too glad to get rid o£ Gloria. 
She had her own work to do and Mrs. Wandrous did 
not accept excuses when it wasn’t done. 

Gloria came running in and then stopped short 
and looked at him. Then she smiled faintly. 

“How’s my little girl today?’’ he said. 

“Very well, thank you,” she said. 

“Gome here and I’ll read you the funny section,” he 
said, and picked up the paper. He nodded to the 
maid, who left 

Gloria went to him and stood between his legs 
while he sat and read coinic strips. She had an atti- 
tude of attention, but no attention in her eyes. The 
pressure of her elbow on his leg was becoming un- 
bearable, and he looked into her eyes as he would 
have looked into a woman’s. She showed no fear. 
Was it possible that this child had—tvas Vandamm the 
kind of man— did that explain Vandamm's adoration 
of this child? . _ 

He stopped reading the paper. “Let me feel your 
muscle,” he said. She made a muscle for him. “Mm,” 
he said. “That's quite a muscle for a girl.” Then a si- 
lence. 

“All ready for the summer, aren't you?” he said. 

“Yes,” she said. 

“Not much on,” he said. Then panic and fright and 
the need of haste came on him', and his hands went 
ivdid. He kissed her so hard on the mouth that he 
hurt her and she could not be sure what else was 
going on, but she knew enough to struggle. 

He tried to pass it off wtli acrobatics. He held her 
high in the air and spoke to her and tried 'to laugh. 
He wanted to get out of this house, but he ivas 
afraid. He had not done anything but toudr her, but 
he was afraid of tlie story she might tell. He could 
not leave until he svas sure she would not run friglit- 
ened to tlie kitclien and babble sometliing to the 
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maid. Then he said: “Well, I’ve kissed yon good-by 
now, so 1 guess I’ll go. All right?” • 

She did not know what was the polite thing to 

say. 

“You going to miss me?” he said, "rii bring you a 
nice present next time I come back. What would you 
like?” 

“I don't know,” she said. 

‘Well, I’ll faring you something pretty nice all the 
way from New York, next time 1 come here. That’s 
our secret, isn’t it?" 

“Yes," she said. 

"Are you going to say by-by to me?" 

“Yes,” she said 
“Weil." 

" ’By,” she said, 

“Tha-a-at’s right. Good-by, Gloria. You tell your 
mother and unde I said good-by to them, too." He 
■was tempted to give her money but some kind of 
hog’s caution prevailed. He went away and he never 
came back, but he "was remembered. 

' ft 

Gloria wanted to tell someone what he had done. 
The minute he left she forgot how he had hurt her 
ivith his teeth. She remembered his hand. She went 
to the kitchen and stood watching the maid, who was 
polishing silvenvare. She watched the maid and did 
not answer when the maid said: “Well, what are you 
looking at?” She could not tell her. 

It took a year for her to tell the story, which was 
doubted word by word by her mother and denied by 
her unde. But Vandamm knew something was VTona-, 
because Gloria suddenly did not like him or anythin? 
he bought her or did for her. He thought it h2 
something to do -jvith her age. She was twelve vean 
old, and she might be having her menstniarirr- 
earlier than most girls. Lot of reasons. She was mc^dr 
A little depressed always. You couldn't emf— 
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be a child all. the time, tliougli.' But the story did 
come out, little by little, until mother and uncle 
were able to reconstruct die scene. They took -Gloria 
to dieir doctor, but Gloria would not let him touch 
her. They had to take her to a woman physician. 
Vandamm hired a private detective to look up Boam, 
and instituted his own campaign to have Boam ousted 
from his job in Washington. This tvas not necessary.' 
Boam had gone back to Washington after his maltreat- 
ment of die child, quit his job, and left no fonvarding 
address. The private detective ascertained tliat Boam 
had got into another similar mess a .year or two be- 
fore the war. His daughter’s fianc6 found out about 
it and daughter and fianc^ eloped and never saw 
her father, "rhat ivas the reason he. never went to see 
his daughter in Trenton. 

There was no physical aftermath to the Boam inci- 
dent, except diat her mental state affected Gloria's 
general health. Vandamm diought it would be a good 
thing to move away from Pittsburgh. A change of 
scene. New York, 

For three years New York turned out to be a good 
idea. They put Gloria in a High. Church day school 
Avhere the girls wore uniforms. Thus from the first 
day she was like all the otlier girls. Her mother took, 
her to school every day and met her after, school. 
Here Gloria was not the prettiest nor tlie brightest, 
and was singled out for no special attention. Shemade 
a few friends, and in the summer she went witli tliese 
friends to a camp in Maine, which was run by two 
members of the scliool faculty. There were enough 
girls at. the camp from other schools .to. keep her 
from getting tired of the same faces. Then back at 
school tliere were always new girls. She improved to 
such an extent that it was she who asked to be sent 
atvay to school. She wanted to go to- school in Cali-' 
fomia, but when it came dotvn to giving reasons her 
only reason was tliat she loved a tune, "Orange Grove 
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in California,” whicli was popular at the time. At tliat 
her uncle almost indulged this fancy, and would have 
had it not been for the— he trusted— momentarily de- 
pleted state of tlieir finances. He tried to get a job in 
California, and found out for the first time that he 
was a luchy man; good men were working out there 
for monthly salaries smaller than tlie rent of his apart- 
ment in New York. And whatever chance there was 
of Gloria’s being sent to California or an^^where west 
of the Hudson disappeared when two crimes of vio- 
lence occurred -vvithin a week of each other, solidifying 
for all time Vandamm's inherent prejudice against the 
West One crime was tlie Leopold-Loeb affair, which 
was too close a reminder of what had happened to 
Gloria; and the other was the suidde-pact of the 
woman and the doctor Vandamm liad knotvn long ago. 
A good, not spectacularly fashionable New England 
school was dedded upon for Gloria. She was there 
almost the whole year before another man, tvho 
eventually made Boam seem like a guardian angel, 
was attracted to her. 


"When you are a year atvay from a day that (because 
of some Thing) was not like other days you are as 
far away from the day and as far away from the 
thing, good or bad, as you -ivill ever get. If it is bad, 
it is far enough away. Its effect may last, but there is 
no use kidding yourself that you live the thing over 
again. Something is missing. One thing that is missing 
in living it in retrospect is the reality; you know when 
you start that what you are about to recall is only, so 
far as this moment is concerned, a kind of dreaming. 
If a year ago you saw yourself cut open, your blood 
coming out of you, and everything outside uns pain 
coming in you— you still cannot live that over again. 
Not the day, and not the moment. You can and do 
live back to the moment when the awful tiring, what- 
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be a child all the time, though- But the story did 
come out, little by little, until mother and uncle 
were able to reconstruct tlie scene. They took Gloria 
to their doctor, but Gloria would not let him touch 
her. They had to take her to, a woman physician. 
Vandamm hired a private detective to look up Boam, 
and instituted his own campaign to have Boam ousted 
from his job in Washington. This was not necessary.' 
Boam had gone back to Washington after his maltreat- 
ment of the child, quit his job, and left no fonvarding 
address. The private detective ascertained that Boam 
had got into another similar mess a year or two be- 
fore the tvar. His daughter’s fiancd found out about 
it and daughter and fiancd • eloped and never saw 
her father. That was the reason he. never went to see 
his daughter in Trenton. 

There was no physical aftermath to tlie Boam inci- 
dent, except that her mental state affected Gloria’s 
general health. Vandamm tliought it would be a good 
thing to move away from Pittsburgh.- A change of 
scene. New York. 

For three years New York turned out to be a good 
idea. They put Gloria in a High Church day school 
where the girls wore uniforms. Thus from the first 
day she was like all the otlier girls. Her mother took 
her to school every day and met her after school. 
Here Gloria was not the prettiest nor the brightest, 
and was singled out for no special attention. She made 
a few friends, and in the summer she went witli these . 
friends to a camp in Maine, which was run by two 
members of the school faculty. There were enough 
girls at the camp from other' scliools . to keep . her 
from getting tired of the same faces. Then back at 
school there were always new girls. She improved to 
such an extent that it tvas she who asked to be sent 
atvay to scliool. She wanted to go to. school in Cali- 
fornia, but when it came down to giving reasons her 
only reason was tliat she loved a tune, “Orange Grove 
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in California,” which was popular at the time. At that 
her uncle almost indulged this fancy, and would have 
had it not been for the— he trusted— momentarily de- 
pleted state of tlieir finances. He tried to get a job in 
California, and found out for the first time that he 
was a lucky man; good men were working .out there 
for monthly salaries smaller than the rent of his apart- 
ment in New York. And whatever chance there was 
of Gloria’s being sent to California or anyrvhere west 
of the Hudson disappeared when two crimes of vio- 
lence occurred ivithin a week of each other, solidifying 
for all time Vandamm’s inherent prejudice against the 
West. One crime was the Leopold-Loeb affair, which 
was too dose a reminder of what had happened to 
Gloria; and the other was tlie suidde-pact of the 
woman and the doctor Vandamm had knotvn long ago. 
A good, not spectacularly fashionable New England 
school tvas decided upon for Gloria. She was there 
almost the whole year before another man, who 
eventually made Boam seem like a guardian angel, 
was attracted to her. 


fVhen you are a year aivay from a day that (because 
of some Thing) was not like other days you are as 
far away from the day and as far away from the 
thing, good or bad, as you will ever get. If it is bad, 
it is far enough away. Its effect may last, but there is 
no use kidding yourself that you live the thing over 
again. Something is missing. One thing that is missing 
in living it in retrospect is the reality; you know when 
you start that what you are about to recall is only, so 
far as this moment is concerned, a kind of dreaming. 
If a year ago you saw yourself cut open, your blood 
coming out of you, and everything outside was pain 
coming in you— you still cannot live that over again. 
Not the day, and not the moment. You can and do 
live back to the moment ■when the awful thing, what- 
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ever it was, began. Or tire good thing (but of course 
life is not made up of many good things; at least we 
don’t make milestones out of tlie good tilings as mudi 
as tve do the bad) . The still beautiful -word poignant 
does not apply to ice cream, medals you won in 
scliool, a ride on a roller coaster, somediing handsome 
to wear, or "The Star-Spangled Banner"; altliough 
"The Star-Spangled Banner” comes closest. It is music, 
and poor old music, whetlier it’s Bacli or Gaimichael, 
it knots's when it starts that it is making a forlorn 
effort to create or recapture sometliing tliat it of itself 
loes not possess. Music is sj-ntlretic, so hotv can poor, 
ovely old music, whidi is tlie highest art, have by it- 
elf a fraction of the poignancy' of an important day, 
in important event diat day, in die life of a human 
leing? The answer is it can’t. You may shut your 
lyes for a second while the Maestro is conducting, but 
'ou tvill open diem again, and to shots’ hots’ com- 
iletely tsTong you are in diinking that you have been 
istening to the music he brings out, yon will catch 
fourself noudng that he has shifted die baton from 
lis tired rheuraadc right arm to his left. It is noth- 
ing to apologize for, however. Only a phony would say 
hat he does not really notice die man Toscanini, 
but a phony would say it A phony ts’ould diink he 
^ined by saying he could overlook die genius be- 
:ause he is a man, a human being. Who the hell tsTote 
he music? A disembodied tsTaidi? 

We have had long and uncomfortable periods tshen 
ive built cliairs, forgetting that a diair is meant to be 
:at in. Music, too, is to be enjoyed, and is’e might as 
s'ell face it; it must have human assodations if it is 
o be enjoyed. The same way ividv love. It can happen 
o be pure when for one reason or more, two people 
lo not go to bed together; and somedmes it is enough, 
md better, diat they do not go to bed together, 
-ove ran be as far a-way from die idea of going to bed 
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together as hate is from the idea ..of killing. But a 
chair is meant to be sat in, music is good for what it 
does to you, love is sleeping together, hate is wanting 
to kill , . 

Three years can pass, and for t^vo of them Gloria 
can be safely away from the ability to live again the 
time with Major Boam. This is not to say that Boam 
did her a favor. He was bad for her because he made 
her difEerent, inside herself, and made her have a 
secret that was too big for her but was not the kind 
she could share. But as she got bigger and stronger, 
not in the metaphorical sense, and what she knew— 
that a man as big as Major Boam, a man that you didn’t 
even know what he looked like undressed, wanted to 
do the same things to you that little boys did— be- 
came final knowledge. It became knowledge that 
made up for your lack of curiosity, or your rviUingness 
to learn. Out of fear you did not ■tvant to find out 
too mudi when you were thirteen and fourteen, but 
you could always tell yourself that you knew quite a 
lot, something die other girls did 'not know. 

The other girls respected Gloria for what they 
thought was genuine innocence. Children do respect 
that. All it rvas was that she did not want to hear 
talk, to ask questions, to contribute information. But 
it passed for true innocence. It deceived her mother 
as weU as her contemporaries. "When Mrs. Wandrous 
had to tell Gloria what was going on inside her body 
she felt tivo ways about it: one was that it was partly 
an old story to a girl who had been "violated” by a 
grown man; the other was that it was awful to have 
to remind the child that she had a sex. But she told 
her, and Gloria took the information casually (there 
was little enough information in what her mother 
told her) and without questions. Mrs. Wandrous 
breathed with relief and hiked Gloria off to boarding 
school. 
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Coming down from school for the Spring vacation 
Gloria was witli five other girls. It was a bad train 
and the day was not warm, and every time the train 
stopped a man who was sitting , in a seat that was al- 
most surrounded by the six girls would get up and. 
close the door after the passengers who left the door 
open. After closing the door he would go back to his 
seat, the third seat away from the door, and begin to 
doze. All her life the sound of snoring fascinated and 
amused Gloria, and this man snored. It made her like 
this man, and at the next station-stop she got up and 
closed the door, as she was one seat nearer the door 
than he was. He smiled and nodded several times, 
and said thank-you. At Grand Central when her 
mother met her the man, carrying a brief case and 
handbag, went to Mrs. Wandrous, who greeted Gloria 
first o5 the train, and said: “I tvant to compliment 
you on your little girl’s manners and consMeration. 
A very polite and weU-mannered little girl,” he smiled 
and went away. Mrs. Wandrous wanted to know 
who he was— he was either a clergyman or school- 
teacher she knew that, and thought he must be from 
Gloria’s school. Gloria said she guessed she knew why 
he had said that, and told her mother. Her mother 
looked at the man, tvalking up the ramp, but her in- 
stinctive alarm did not last. "There are good people 
in the world,” she told herself. It was easy for her to 
think thus; Gloria’s mtinners were the personal pride 
and joy of her mother. 

. On the way back after the holiday Gloria was with 
one other girl, but they did not get seats together. She 
was displeased with the prospect of not talking to . 
anyone all the way back, and very pleased when a 
man's voice said: “We won’t have to worry about the 
door in this nice weather.” It was. the man who had 
snored. He asked her where 'she was going to school, 
said he knew two or three girls there, told her who they 
were, asked her what her studies were, asked her how 
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she liked teachers in general, explained he n~s one 
himself if you could call a principal a teadi^. 

Not altogether by accident he vras on the train that 
brought her back to Neiv' York at the end of school. 
She was ivith a lot of her friends but she saw him and 
spoke to him like an old friend. This time in Grand 
Central her mother was late, and he n-as lagging be- 
hind. She told her friend she would u-ait for her 
mother, and the man when he saw she was alone went 
to her and said he would see that she got a taxi. He 
could even give her a lift. 

It was all too easy. Two days later she called at his 
hotel in the afternoon, and she was sent upstairs with 
a bellboy because the man had been a steady patron 
of the hotel, was knotm as a respectable schoolteacher, 
and probably was expecting her but forgot to say so. 
Within a month he had her sniffing ether and loving 
it It, and everything that went on in that room. 

She did not see him as often as she wanted to; they 
could be together only in New YorL She stayed tivo 
more years in that school but did not finish her col- 
lege preparatory course there. In May of the second 
year the house mistress found a bottle of gin in 
Gloria’s room, and she was "asked not to come back.” 
Her mother worried a little about this but attributed 
it to the fact that Gloria was getting to be very popular 
with boys, and deep down she was glad; she thought 
it indicated that the Boam business "ivas a thing of 
the past, Gloria was immensely popular \rith boys, and 
in a less strict school she could have been inter- 
collegiate prom-trotting champion. She went to an- 
other school, passed her College Boards for Smith, and 
then thought better of college. She wanted to study 
Art. In New York. With her orvu apartment. 

Her uncle enjoyed her popularity because it 
the easipt thing for him to do. He never had tor- 
^"ven himself for bringing Boam into titeir hon.'c, 
but neither had he ever completely blamed hj.'r;s:-.h 
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Gloria’s current popularity made up for that, and 
Vandanun was liberal and always on her side in dis- 
putes faeween his sister and his niece. 

Neither Mrs. Wandrous nor Vandamm was getting 
any younger. Gloria won out on her refusal to go to 
, college and on studying art in New York. They said 
they would see about the apartment. For the present 
they tvould move to a house in the Village which was 
theirs by inheritance, and fix up the top floor as a 
studio. Vandamm was trading luckily in the market at 
that time and he seriously thought Gloria had a real 
talent. She did have a kind of facility; she could copy 
caricatures by Hugo Gellert, William Auerbach-Levy, 
Covarrubias, Constantin Alajdlov, Ralph Barton— 
any of the better-known caricaturists. That year she 
talked a great deal about going to the Art Students’ , 
League, but each time a new class would form she 
would forget to sign up, and so she went on copying 
caricatures when she had nothing else to do, and she 
also did some posing, always in the nude. But the 
thing that about that time became and continued for 
tsvo or three years to be the most important was drink- 
ing. She became one of the world’s heaviest drinkers 
bettveen 1927 and 1930, when the world saw some 
pretty heavy drinking. The Dizzy Club, the Hotsy- 
Totsy, Tommy Guinan’s Chez Florence, the Type & 
Print Club, the Basque’s, Michel’s, Tony’s East Fifty- 
third Street, Tony’s West Forty-ninth Street, Forty-two 
West Forty-nine, the Aquarium, Mario’s, the Clam- 
house, the Bandbox, the West Forty-fourth Street Club, 
McDermott’s, the Sligo Slasher’s, the Neivs-tvriters’, 
Billy Duffy’s, Jack Delaney’s, Sam Schwartz’s, the Rich- 
mond, Frank & Jack’s, Frankie & Johnny’s, Felix’s, 
Louis’, Phyllis’s, Twenty-one West Fifty-third, Marlbo- 
rough House— these were places where she was knoivn 
by name and sight, where she awed the bartenders by 
the amount she drank. They knew that before closing 
she would be stewed, but not without a good fight. 
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There was no thought of going on the ^vagon. There 
was no reason to go on the rvagon. She drank r^'e 
and water all day long. When she remembered that 
she had not eaten for twenty-four hours she rvould go 
to a place where the eggs were to be trusted, order a 
raw egg, break it in an Old Fashioned cocktail 
tumbler, shoot Angostura bitters into it, and ^ilp the 
result. That night she would have dinner; fried filet 
of sole with tartar sauce. Next day, maybe no food, 
maybe bouillon with a raw egg. Certain cigarettes 
gave her a headache. She would smoke Chesterfields 
or Herbert Tareytons, no others. For days at a time 
she would have no sex life, tying up tvith a group of 
young Yale remittance men who in tlieir early trventies 
-tvere sufficiently advanced alcoholics to make it de- 
sirable to their families that they stay in New York. It 
was understood and agreed that the big thing in life 
was liquor, and while she was "with these young men 
she believed and they believed that she was— well, like 
a sister. You did not bother her. Only one disgusting 
little fat boy, who came on from the Middle West 
twice a year, ever did bother her, but he stopped 
when he saw it was not the thing to do. The odier 
young men were in the stock market from noon to 
closing, by telephone. By three-thirty they knew how 
they stood: whether to celebrate at Texas Guinan's or 
to drown their sorrows every other place. There was 
considerable riding around in automobiles rvith non- 
New York license plates, but the cars seldom got out 
of the state except during football season. The 
summers were fun in New York. Planters’ Punches. 
Mint Juleps. Tom Collinses. Rickeys. You had tivo or 
three of these to usher in the season, and paid a visit 
or two to the beer places, and then you -went back 
to whiskey and water. IVhat was the use of kidding 
yourself? Everything was done at a moment's notice. 
If you wanted to go to a night club to hear Helen 
Morgan or Libby Holman you made the decision at 
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midnight, you scattered to dress, met an hour later, 
bought a couple of bottles, and so to the night club. 
The theater was out. The movies, a little. Private 
parties, no, unless they were something special. Wed- 
ding, by all means. The young men were happiest 
wheh they could arrive at "42," stewed and in cut- 
aways, "glad to be back tvith decent people, not these 
people that think champagne is something to drink." 

"Doum with Princetonl” Gloria would ^y. . 

"Down with Princeton." the young men would say. 

"To hell tvith HarvardI" Gloria would say. 

“The hell with Harvard,” the young men would say. 

“Hurray for our sidel” 

“Hurray for our side.” 

“Bing-go, bing-go, bingo, bingo, bingo that’s the' 
ling-go,” Gloria would sing, and the young men would 
smile and join in a little weakly, drinking very hard 
until they could get like her, except that she could do 
these things while apparently not drunk. She was not 
invited to the weddings that they were ushering at, 
and there were times when she was not exactly a pest, 
but if she would only understand that a telephone 
call to a broker was important. On wedding days she 
would be waiting for them when they finally go't 
atvay from the sailing of the French ships that in 
those days were well liked, but when they met her 
she would have a bill for drinks waiting for them 
that indicated she had been availing too— since lunch. 
Not that she was poor. She always had fifteen or 
twenty dollars for taxis and things, and if you ran 
short she ■would hand it right over. It was just that 
she was unthinking. . • 

She used to see Weston Liggett sometimes. He would 
come in, sometimes alone, sometimes with a man, 
sometimes ■\vith women. He would stand at the bar, 
have his drinks and behave himself. The second or 
third time she sa'sv him she noticed he ■\vas looking at 
her longer tlian it was wise to do even in the best- 
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regulated speakeasies. "Who is that man you spoke 
to?” she said to the Yale boy. 

"Oh, a fellow called Liggett He was in college xvith 
ray brother.” 

“Yale?” 

"Uh-huh. Yeah. He was one of the atha-letic boys. 
Crew.” 

It meant that he could never pick her up, and she 
would never speak to him until they were properly 
introduced. He could see her every day of the year 
after that, but because they had connections in com- 
mon she would not have anything to do with him; 
and Liggett understood that and soon became a 
strange familiar face that Gloria sa-iv unrecognizingly 
even when she was alone and he was alone. She might 
never have spoken to him had it not been for one ac- 
cident: she got pregnant 

One night in the winter of 1929-30 she went home 
with the surviving trvo Yale boys. The others had 
gone back to the provinces to wait out the crash, but 
these two remained. This night they were prematurely 
drunk; the liquor was beginning to be haider to take. 
Gloria usually got undressed in the bathroom when 
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She also liked Mike, who was in the other bed, an 
not missing a thing. “How about me, Gloria?” he saic 

“AU right," she said. 

Then they called up another girl, or rather. Glori 
did. The . girls they called would not come over a 
tliat hour, but Gloria knew one who would, so Ion 
' as there was another girl. It was all a lot more thai 
the Yale boys anticipated, and it put an end to th 
drinking companionship. After that night, which wa 
not unpleasant, Gloria went into another phase c 
her life; although it was in a way a return to 
former phase. The next day, when she and Jane lei 
die boys’ apartment, Gloria went with Jane to a dat 
Jane had, the man got another man and Gloria neve 
went out with the Yale boys again. She meant to, the 
meant to, but it was time she -was moving on. 

It was the summer of that year, 1930, when she rge 
Eddie Brunner. She had gone to the place where h 
worked with “the major” because she had met th 
major in a speakeasy and had the sudden fear tha 
he might be Major Boam and she might not be rec 
ognizing him. In all her life she had met only on 
other major, and that was Boam, and it became ; 
terribly important thing to find out if this could b 
he. What if she had forgotten that man's face? It wa 
the first time she had thought of the possibility o 
having forgotten Boam's face, and when the though 
came she had to admit that she might easily havi 
seen Major Boam on the street without recognizin| 
him. This major turned out not to be Boam, bu 
not immediately. When she asked him his name (i 
was lost in the mumble of a speakeasy introduction) 
he told her it didn’t make any difference, just call bin 
Major. That was enough to strengthen her fear that i 
could be Boam without her. recognizing him. For thi 
.rest of the night she pestered him for his name, an( 
he amiably refused to tell her unless she went to tlii 
place and that place ivith him. His name turned ou 
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to be O’Brien or Kelly or some Irish name, but by 
the time she learned this she had learned too many 
other things about him. 

Many men had the pleasure of sleeping wth Gloria 
in the year 1930, and Eddie was the only one who 
could have who didn’t. He began by being afraid of 
getting a social disease, and then when Gloria became 
a friend he thought he saw something in her that he 
did not want to sleep with. He saw a kid sister. 
MTien they were together, going to the movies, having 
breakfasts, having a couple of beers or a highball at 
his house, he would feel tliat he was in the presence 
of the real Gloria. The other part of her life was shut 
out. They would talk about the things of their child- 
hood (it is always a wonderful thing to discover with 
someone through memories of childhood how small 
America is) . “When you were a kid did you count 
out by saying Ibbity-bibbity-sibbity-sab, ibbity-bib- 
bity-ka-nah-ba, or did you just say eenie-meenie?” 

“We said ibbity-bibbity.’’ 

“When you were a kid did you yell at girls named 
Marguerite like this: ‘Marguerite, go wash your feet, 
the Board of Health’s across the street’?’’ 

“No, we never yelled that.’’ 

“Adam and Eve and Pinch-Me went out the river to 
s^vim. Adam and Eve were drowmed and who was 
saved?” 

“Pinch-Me.” Then: "Ouch!” 

"Did you go to dandng school?" 

"Oh, sure.” 

“Did your fella used to carry your ballet slippers for 
you in the fancy bag?” 

“I didn’t have a fella.” 

"Brothers and sisters I have none, but this man’s—” 

"Oh, God, I could never do those.” 

Or long stories beginning: "Once when I v/as a 
kid—” about killing a snake or breaking a finger or 
almost saving someone’s life. They would talk about 
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tte stories in The American Boy, both of them hav- 
ing been great admirers of Marcus Aurelius Tor tuantus 
Tidd, the stuttering fat boy created by Clarence 
Budington Kellandr and the Altschuler Indian stories, 
and the girls of Bradford Hall, and Larry the Bat 
and Silver Nell— •wasn't that her name? In Ute Jimmie 
Dale stories? They were for older people, but after 
reading tliem Eddie had gone around sticking gray 
seals all over the neighborhood. What kind of car 
did Gloria have? No car, until she was ttvelve or some- 
thing like that, then her uncle bought a Haines, tvhich 
he traded in on a National. Olv, but those tveren’t old 
cars. Eddie’s father had a Lozier, an Abbott-Detroit, a 
Stutz Bearcat (which he smashed up three -weeks 
after he bought it) , a Saxon, an Earl, a King Eight 
— ahvays buying cars. Of course a lot of Fords, a second- 
hand Owen Magnetic, and an airplane. He won the 
airplane as a gambling gain, but he was afraid to 
learn to fly. Had Gloria played Diabolo? Once, and 
got knocked on the head. Did you ever sell Easter egg 
dyes to win a motion picture camera? Did you ever 
know anyone who svon a real Shetland pony by 
selling subscriptions to some magazine? No, but she 
had saved bread swappers and -vvon a pushmobile. 
kVfliat were your words for going to the bathroom? Did 
you ever really knosv a boy svho robbed birds’ nests? 
No, that sv’as like people making batlrtub gin. Neither 
of tliem ever had seen gin made in a bathtub. 

“I love you, Eddie darling,” she would say. 

“I love you, Gloria,” he would say, but always 
wanting to say more than that, like: “No matter 
svhat they say about you,” or “I svish I’d known you 
five years sooner,” or “Why don’t you pull yourself 
together?” 

She knesv that and it had a sterilizing effect, svhich 
was svhat they wanted, but no good svhen they had it. 
"Eddie,” she svould say, to drange tlie' subject, “svhy 
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don’t you go to a dentist. You’re going to lose that 
tooth and it'll spoil your smile. Go to my dentist to- 
morrow, now tvill you promise?” 

He would take her home, but they knetv she would 
go right out again, and after these happy evenings 
that always ended with their kno\ving they had noth- 
ing to look fonvard to, the next man who had her 
would say to himself: ’’Well, I thought I knew every- 
thing, but after all the places I’ve been, all the women, 
a kid, an American kid. . . 

Because of the Yale boys she had an abortion, and 
after that many benders. The night she picked up 
Weston Liggett for the first time she was coasting 
along from a bender which had begun after seeing 
Eddie. She had been home twice during this bender to 
change her clothes (she long since had had it well 
understood at home that she did not like to be ques- 
tioned tvhen she told her mother that she was staying 
with a friend uptown) . A bad thing about days like 
that was to come out of a speakeasy in the afternoon 
and find it still daylight, and she would hurry do^vn- 
town to fill in the remaining daylight wth a bath 
and a change of clothes. The place where she en- 
countered Liggett was a converted carriage house, 
Avith no character except for that. It was patronized 
by kept women and people in moderately good dr- . 
cumstances \^ho lived in the vicinity. Gloria went 
there tvhen some people she knew telephoned her and 
said they were all meeting there instead of another 
place. She %vent there— it was about nine-thirty in the 
evening— and discovered she was alone except for a 
couple, a sort of military grandfather and a young 
woman out to take him for whatever could be got 
out of him. Gloria said to tlie husky Italian who let 
her in: “I’m meeting Mrs. Voorhees and her party. 
I’ll wait for her at the bar.” She had a drink and -jvas 
smoking and in walked Liggett. He sat at the other 
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end o£ the bar, munching potato chips and drinking 
Scotcli and soda. When he recognized Gloria he picked 
up liis drink and joined her. "We’ve never met, but 
I've seen you so often—? 

“Yes, wth Billy.” 

“I went to college with his brotlier/' 

“Yes, he told me.” 

“My name is Liggett” 

"He told me that, too. I’m Gloria Wandrous.” The 
bartender relaxed then. ' 

"Wandrous, 1‘11 bet people— it’s so much like won- 
drous." 

"Yes, they think I made it up, like Gladys Glad, and 
Hazel Dawn and Leatrice Joy, names like that. I didn't 
though. It’s spelt with an a. W, a, n, d, r, o, u, s, and 
it’s pronounced Wan-drous, pale and wan." 

“Not pale and won.” 

"Mm, Not bad. Not good, but not bad." 

"Well, I don’t make any pretense of being a wiL 
I’m just a hard-working business man.” 

“Oh, are business men working again? I hadn’t 
heard.” 

“Well, not as much as we’d like to. What I was 
leading up to svas, I suppose you have a, date,’’ 

“You didn’t think I came in here every night, the 
mysterious veiled lady tliat always sits alone sipping 
’her aperitif?” 

“That’s exactly what I thought, or hoped. 1 thought - 
you came here to get arvay from the usual places—” 

"Place, as far as you and 1 are concerned.” 

“Right. But now look here. Miss Wandrous, don’t 
dodge tire issue. Here is a hard-working business man 
with Saturday night as free as the air—” ' 

"As free as the air. I have a friend a xmtct, he’d 
like to use that some time. As free as the air. That’s 
good.” ' , ■ 

“You won't go places with me, then?" 
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"Why go places? Isn’t this all right?" she said. "No, 
Mr.-” 

“Liggett" 

“Mr. Liggett. No, I’m waiting for some people. It’ll 
probably be all right if you join us. You can sit here 
till they come and I’ll introduce you to those I 
know.’’ 

"Oh, you don’t kno^v them. Maybe you won’t like 
them." 

“That’s possible— here they are, or at least it sounds 
like. Hello there.” 

"Gloria darling, you’ve never been so prompt Why, 
Weston Lee-gett. I didn’t know you knew each other. 
Weston, why, you dog, you’ve broken up my party, 
but it’s all right That means we have an extra man. 
See now. Gloria, this is Mr. Zoom, and uh, Mr. Zoom, 
and you know Mary and Esther, and, everybody, this is 
Weston Liggett, a great friend of Peter Voorhees. 
Didn’t you go to school together or something?" 

"Prep school. Look, I don’t want to mess up your 
party. I’ll— let me buy you a drink, and—’’ 

"There are four more people coming dosvn from my 
house,’’ said Mrs. Voorhees. “Elaine and three men, 
so you really ivill be an extra man ivhen we all get 
here. Oh, I wonder what I want to drink. A Stinger, I 
think. Elaine. If those men knew you were going to 
be here they wouldn’t have waited wth Elaine." 

"They knew,” said Gloria. 

“Only by name. Isn’t she lovely, Weston? She’s 
young enough to be your daughter, Weston. You know 
that, don’t you? You’re not pretending othenrise, I 
hope.” 

"I’m going to adopt her,” said Liggett “That’s what 
we’re here for, a few papers to sign and she’s my 
daughter.” 

“What do you want ivith mo more ^ 
like to know?” 
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"Is anybody hungry?" said -one of the Messrs. 
"Zoom." “I'm gonna order some food. A nice filet 
mignon." 

"That's not very nice after the dinner we had at 
my house." 

“Squop chicken? I never get enough to eat when I 
eat squop chicken. I told you that tvhen rre sat dotvn. 
You gotta give me that. I told you when . tre sat 
dot™, I said frankly I said this is not my idea of a 
meal, squop diicken. I'm a big eater. Were you in the 
Army, Mr. Liggett?” 

"Uh-huh." 

“Then you know hotv it is. One thing I said to my- 
self in France. I promised myself if I ever got back 
home tire one thing I was never gonna do was go hun- 
gry. When I want to eat I eat." 

‘Watch this trick,” said Mrs. Voorhees. The other 
Mr. Zoom was doing a trick. You balance a ,fifty-cent 
piece on the rim of a glass with a dollar bill between 
the coin and the glass. You snatched the dollar bill 
out from under the coin and— if the trick is success- 
ful— die coin remains balanced on the glass. "Fas- 
dnating,” said Mrs. V. 

“I can do a better one than that svith friction. You 
get friction in your fingers—’’ 

“Shhhhh. Marvelousl I can't even get it to stay on 
the glass, let alone make it stay after you pull the bill 
away. You have a wonderful sense of— I think I do 
want something to eat, after all. Waiter, have you any 
uh, that uh, you know, begins with a Z? It’s a dessert.” 

"Zabag-" 

"That’s it. I'll have some. Nothing for you, Mary'?” 

"I know one with friction. You get friction in your 
fingers by rubbing them on the tableKdotli. Wait till 
he puts die table-clodr on die table and I’ll show you. 
And you have to have a fork or a spoon. That’s the 
idea of it. You lift up the spoon ividi the—' 

"Listen, Hoover’s all right." 
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"IVill you look at that old fool. Can’t he see she’s 
making a fool out of him? I’m glad my father died 
before he was old enough—” 

“I’m sorry, Madame, the chef says—” 

“Look at him. Does he get any duill out of that?” 

“It’s e.xactly like the old place. Exactly. The only 
difference is it’s on the uptown side now instead of 
the downtorvn side. It used to be on the dorvntown 
side but now it’s on the uptown. I think they were 
terribly smart to preserve the same atmosphere. I 
^d to—” 

“Did you see that thing they had in The New York- 
er I think it was the week before last?” 

Listening, Gloria and Liggett found themselves 
holding hands. On her part a tenderness had come 
over her; at first because she felt responsible for Lig- 
gett, and then because she liked him; he was better 
dian these other people, “WTien the others come we 
can leave, if you want to,” she said. 

“Good. Perfect,’! said Liggett. “Will it be aU right 
with-” 

“She won’t mind. She just hates to be alone. Two 
people more or less won’t make any difference.” 

“Good. We’ll go some place and dance. I haven’t 
done any volunteer dancing for a long time. That’s a 
compliment, I hope you appreaate it. I haven’t done 
any volunteer dancing since I don’t know when. Of 
course I dance the Turkey Trot, You do the Turkey 
Trot, of course?” 

“Mm-hmm. And the Bunny Hug. And the Maxixe. 
And the Can-Can. By the way, what %vas the Can-Can? 
Was it ivorth all the exdtenient they made about it, 
or that I suppose they made about it?” 

“Listen, beautiful Miss Wandrous, I am not old 
enough to remember the Can-Can. The Can-Can was . 
popular around the turn of the century, and 1 %vasn’t. I 
wasn’t at all popular at the turn of the century.” 

“1 can hardly believe that. At least I can hardly be- 
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lieve my ears now, hearing you adniit that you weren t 
popular any time in your life.” 

■‘There have been lots of times when I tvasn't popu- 
lar, and I’m beginning to think tins is one of those 
times.” 

They went to a lot of speakeasies, especially to the 
then new kind, as it tvas the beginning of the elabo- 
rate era. From serving furtive drinks of bad liquor dis- 
guised as demi-tasse the speakeasy had progressed to 
whole totm houses, with uniformed pages and ciga- 
rette girls, a string orchestra and a four- or five-piece 
Negro band for dancing, free hors d’ oeuvres, four and 
five bartenders, silver-plated keys and other souvenir- 
admittance tokens to regular patrons, expensive en- 
tertainment, Cordon Bleu chefs, engraved announce- 
ments in pretty good taste, intricate accounting systems 
and business machinery— all very good, and because of 
the competition, necessary front for the picturesque 
and deadly business of supplying liquor at huge fi- . 
nandal profit— powerful radio stations, powerful speed- 
boats and other craft not unlike the British "Q" ships, 
powerful weapons against highjackers, powerful con- 
nections in the right places. And often very good liquor 
and enough good wine to set in front of tlie people who 
knew good tvine and still cared about it. 

Having got thoroughly drunk, picking up couples 
and dropping them, joining parties and deserting 
them, Gloria and Liggett went to his apartment as 
the last place to go. He had been wondering all night 
how he ivas going to suggest a hotel. He thought it 
over and thought it over, and kept putting it off. At 
the last place they ivent to, which they dosed up, 
Aey took a taxi, Liggett gave his home address, and 
it was as easy as that. When Gloria heard the address 
she guessed it was no love nest she was going to, and 
when she saw the apartment she knew it wasn’t. 
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O N MONDAY afternoon an unidentified man 
jumped in front of a New Lots express in the 
Fourteenth Street subway station. Mr. Hoover was on 
time for the usual meeting of his Cabinet. Robert Mc- 
Dermott, a student at Fordham University, tvas compli- 
mented for his talk on the Blessed Virgin at the morn- 
ing exercises in her honor. A woman named Plotkin, 
living in the Brownsville section of Brooklyn, decided 
to leave her husband for good and all. William K. 
Fenstermacher, the East 149th Street repair man, went 
all the way to Tremont Avenue to fix a radio for a 
Mrs. Jones, but there was no Jones at the address 
given, so he had to go all the way back to the shop, 
wasting over an hour and a half. Babe Ruth hit a 
home run into the bleachers near the right field foul 
line. Grayce Johnson tried to get a job in the chorus 
of The Band Wagon, a new revue, but was told the 
show was already in rehearsal. Patrolman John J. ! 
Barry, Shield No. 17858, was still on sick call as a re- 
sult of being kicked in the groin by a young woman 
Communist in the Union Square demonstration of the 
preceding Friday. Jerry, a drunk, did not wake up 
once during the entire afternoon, which he spent in a 
chair at a West 49 th Street speakeasy. Identical nvins 
were delivered to a Mrs. Lachase at the Lying-In Hos- 
pital. A Studebaker sedan bumped the spare tire of a 
Ford coupe at Broadway and Canal Street, and the 
man driving the Ford punched the Studebaker driver 
in tlie mouth. Both men were arrested. Joseph H. Dil- 
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vryn, forty-nvo years old, had all his teeth out by the 
same dentist he had gone to for welve years. A 
■woman, i^ho shall be nameless took the money her 
husband had given her to pay the electric light bill and 
bought one of the new Eugenie hats with it. Harry W. 
Blossom, -visiting New York for Ae first time since the 
War, fell asleep in the Strand Theatre and missed 
half the picture. At 3:16 p.m. Mr. Francis F. Teamey, 
conductor on a Jackson Heights No, 15 Fifth Avenue 
bus, tipped his cap at St. Patrick’s Cathedral. James J. 
Walker, mayor of the City of Netv York, had a late 
lunch at the Hardtvare Club. A girl using an old 
curling iron caused a short circuit in the Pan-Hellenic 
Club. An unidentified man jumped in front of a 
Bronx Park express in the Mott Avenue subway sta- 
tion. After trying for three days Miss Helen Tate,' a 
typist employed by the New York Life, was able to 
recall the name of a young man she had met two sum- 
mers before at a party in Red Bank, N. J. Mr. and Mrs. 
Harvey L. Fox celebrated their thirtieth wedding an- 
niversary tvith a luncheon in the Hotel Bossert, 
Brooklyn. A1 Astor, an actor at liberty, woke up think- 
ing it was Tuesday. John Lee, a colored boy, pulled 
the wings out of a fly in Public School 108. The Caswell 
• Realty Company sold a row of taxpayers in Lexington 
Avenue to Jack W. Levine for a sura in the neighbor- 
hood of 5125,000. Gloria Wandrous, after taking a 
warm bath at home, went to sleep while worrying 
over what she should do about Mrs. Liggett’s mink 
coat Eddie Brunner spent the afternoon at Norma 
Day's apartment, playing the phonograph, especially 
The Wind in the Willows,” the Rudy ValMe record. 

Monday afternoon Emily Liggett and her daugh- 
ters came home by train. They got out of their taxi, 
carrying their coats and leaving the few bags for the 
doorman to see to. Emily went straight to her room 
and of all the things that happened to all the peo- 
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pie in New York that day, none -ivas more shocking to 
any individual than Emily’s discovery that her mink 
coat was not in her closet. 

It had been such a good week-end; quiet and peace- 
ful. Saturday was •warm, Sunday morning was warm and 
in the afternoon it turned cool and made Emily think 
of the coat. It was time, really, to put it away, and 
she made a note of it as the first thing to do Tues- 
day morning. This year she would insure it for S3,000, 
half what it cost in 1928. She would insure it and 
hope something would happen to it so that she could 
get the money out of it. There were things she could 
do %yith §3,000, and she was getting tired of having a 
mink coat. She never had been happy Avith the actual 
possession of it. Something about the Netv England 
conscience; Avhen you added up the maximum num- 
ber of times you Avore the coat in a season, multiplied 
that by three for three seasons, and divided that into 
§6,000 you got the cost of the coat eacli time you had 
Avom it. And it Avas too much. It Avas a fair calcu- 
lation, because she kncAv she could not get $3,000 for 
the coat noAv in any other Avay than insurance. As for 
getting $6,000 on it— ridiculous. Well, it had been a 
good AA'cek-end. 

She opened the closet door, and tlie closet might 
as Avell have been empty. The coat Avas not there. She 
called die cook and the maid and questioned them, 
but her questioning and her OAvn and their search 
did not result in finding the coat. Her questioning 
did not bring about any of the disclosures Avhich the 
maid Avas pondering— the inference the maid had 
taken from certain little things she had nodced about 
Mr. Liggett’s bedroom and bath. 

Emily telephoned Liggett, but he Avas not in the of- 
fice and his secretary did not expect him back. Emily 
Avas going to call his tAvo clubs and a speakeasy or 
two, because she thought the theft of the coat oiick- 
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to be reported immediately; but she decided to wait 
and talk to Weston before notifTing the police. When 
Liggett came home she told him about the coat. 
He was frightened; he was twice frightened, because 
he did not know it was gone, but when he learned it 
had disappeared he knew right away who had it. He 
told Emily it was best not to notify tlie police; that 
losses like that were immediately reported to the in- 
surance company and that it was a bad thing to have 
to report to the insurance company. “All the insur- 
ance companies work together," he said, "and they 
keep a sort of exchange blacklist. If your car is stolen 
all the other companies know about it in a week, and 
it affects your rating rvith the companies. It makes 
you a bad risk to lose a thing like that, and when 
you’re a bad risk it’s sometimes impossible to get in- 
surance, and the least you get out of it is you have 
to pay a much higher premium, not only on, for in- 
stance, the coat, if they get it back, but also anything 
else you decide to insure.” Liggett did not believe all 
this— in fact knew some of it to be inaccurate; but it 
covered up his confusion. That that girl, that swell 
kid, could be the same girl he had slept tvith last 
night, for whom he was feeling something he never 
had felt before, and all the time she was a common 
ordinary little thief— it was beyond him. It was more 
than beyond him. The more he thought of it the 
angrier he got, until he wanted to take her by the 
throat. He told Emily he would have a private detec- 
tive agency look for the coat before reporting to the 
insurance company or the police. This was not the 
way Emily would have done it, and she said so. Why 
go to the expense of a private detective agency when 
the insurance company assumed that and would be 
glad to assume it rather than risk the. loss of §3,000 
for the coat? No, no, he insisted. Hadn’t she been lis- 
tening to him? Didn’t she pay any attention? Hadn't 
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he just finished telling her that the insurance com- 
pany kept blacklists, and the chances were the dis- 
appearance of the coat would have some simple ex- 
planation. The detective agenc)' wouldn’t cliarge 
much— ten dollars, probably. And he .would save that 
mucli in premiums by not reporting tlie loss to the 
insurance company. “Now please let me handle this,” 
he told Emily. Well, it seemed pretty irregular to her, 
and she didn’t like it. What if the private detectives 
didn’t find the coat? Wouldn’t the insurance company 
be very annoyed when he did finally report the theft 
of the coat? Wouldn't they ask why he hadn't im- 
mediately reported to the police? Wouldn’t it be bet- 
ter in the long run to do the regular thing? She 
tliought it was always best to do the regular thing, 
the conventional thing. When someone dies, you get 
an. undertaker; when something is stolen, you tell the 
police. Liggett almost said: ‘AVho are you to talk 
about the conventional thing? You slept tvith me be- 
fore you married me.” He was ashamed of that, of 
thinking it; but he guessed he always had thought it. 
It was just beginning to dawn on him tliat he never 
had loved Emily. He was so flattered by what she felt 
for him before they were married that he had been 
blinded to his true feeling about her. His true feeling 
was passion, and that had gone, and since then there 
had been nothing but the habit of marriage— he really 
loved Gloria. 

And . then he remembered that he did not love 
Gloria. He could not love a common tliief. She was a 
coihmon thief, too. You could see that in her face. 
There was something in her face, some unconven- 
tional thing along with the rest of her beauty, her 
mouth and eyes and nose— somewhere around die 
eyes, perhaps, or was it the mouth?— she did not have 
the conventional look. Emily, yes, Emily had it. He 
could look at Emily dispassionately, impersonally, as 
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though he did not know her— objectively? wasn’t it 
called? He could look at her and see how much she 
looked like dozens of girls who had been bom and 
brought up as she had been. You saw them at tlte 
theater, at the best cabarets and speakeasies, at the 
good clubs on Long Island— and then you saw the 
same girls, the same women, dressed the same, differ- 
ing only in the accent of their speech, at clubs in 
other cities, at horse shows and football games and 
dances, at junior League conventions. Emily, he de- 
cided after eighteen years of marriage, was a type. 
And he knew why she was a type, or he knew the 
thing that made the difference in the look of a girl 
like Emily and the look of a girl like Gloria. Gloria 
led a certain kind of life, a sordid life; drinking 
and sleeping with men and God knows 'what all, and 
she had seen more of "life” than Emily ever possibly 
would see. Whereas Emily had been brought^ up a 
certain way, ahvays accustomed to money and the 
good ways of spending it. In other words, all her 
life Emily had been looking at nice things, nice 
houses, cars, pictures, grounds, clothes, people. Things 
that were easy to look at, and people that were 
■ easy to look at; with healthy complexions and good 
teeth, people who had had pastuerized milk to drink 
and proper food all their lives from the time they 
tvere infants; people who lived in houses that were 
kept dean, and painted when paint was heeded, 
who took care of their cars and their furniture and 
their bodies, and by so doing their minds were taken 
care of; and they got the look that Emily and girls— 
women— like her had. Whereas Gloria— well, take for 
instance the people she was with the night he.saw her 
two nights ago, the first night he went out with her. 
The man that liked to eat, for instance. Where did he 
come from? He might have come from, the Ghetto, 
happened to know that there were places in 
138 



BUTTERFIELD 8 

the slums where eighty families would use the same 
outside toilet. A little thing, but imagine what it 
must look like! Imagine having spent your formative 
years living like, well, somewhat the way you lived in 
the Army. Imagine what effect that would have on 
your mind. And of course a thing like that didn’t only 
affect your mind; it showed in your face, absolutely. 
Not that it was so obvious in Gloria’s case. She had 
good teeth and a good complexion and a healthy 
body, but there was something wong somewhere. She 
had not gone to the very best schools, for instance. 
A little thing perhaps, but important Her family— he 
didn’t know anything about them; just that she lived 
with her mother and her mother’s brother. Maybe 
she was a bastard. That was possible. She could be a 
bastard. That can happen in this country. Maybe her 
mother was never married. Sure, that could happen 
in this country. He never heard of it except among 
poor people, and Gloria’s family were not poor. But 
why couldn’t it happen in this country? The first 
time he and Emily ever stayed together they took a 
chance on having children, and in those days people 
didn’t know as much about not getting caught as 
they do. today. Gloria was even older than Ruth, so 
maybe her mother had done just what Emily had 
done, tvith no luck. Maybe Gloria’s father was killed in 
a railroad accident or something, intending to marry 
Gloria’s mother, but on the night he first stayed with 
her, maybe on his way home he was killed by an 
automobile or a hold-up man or something. It could 
happen. There was a fellow at New Haven that was 
very mysterious about his family. His mother was on 
the stage, and nothing was ever said about his father. 
Liggett wished now that he had known the fellow 
better. Now he couldn’t remember the fellow’s name, 
but some of the fellows in Liggett’s crowd had won- 
dered about this What’s-His-Name. He drew for the 
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Record. An artist. Well, bastards were always talented 
people. Some of the most famous people in history 
were bastards. Not bastards in any derogatory sense 
of the -word, but love children. (How awful to be a 
love cliild. It’d be better to be a bastard. “If I were a 
bastard I’d rather be called a bastard than a. love 
child.”) Now Gloria, she drew or painted. She was in- 
terested in art. And she certainly knew a lot of funny 
people. She knew that buncli of kids from New Haven, 
young Billy and tliose kids. But anybody could meet 
them, and anybody could meet Gloria. God damn itl 
That was tlie worst of it. Anybody could meet Gloria. 
He thought that all through dinner, looking, at his, 
wife, his two daughters, seeing in their faces die thing 
he had been thinking about a proper upbringing 
and looking at nice things and what it does tp 
your face. He saw them, and he thought of Gloria, 
and that anybody could meet Gloria, and Anybody, 
somebody she picked up in a speakeasy somewhere, 
probably was with her now, this minute. . 

“I don’t think I’ll wait for dessert,” he said. 

“Strawberries? You won’t wait for strawberries?" 
said Emily. 

“Oh, good. Strawberries,” said Ruth. “Daddy, you'll 
surely wait for strawberries. If you go I’ll have to eat 
yours and I’ll get strawbeny' rash" 

“You won't have to,” said Emily, ’ 

“Gotta go. I just thought of. a fellow. About die 
coat." 

“Can't you phone him? A detective agency, surely 
they’d have a phone." 

‘ No. Not this fellow. He isn’t a private detective. 
He s a regular city detective, and if I phoned him he’d 
have to make a report on it. If I went tlirbugh the regu- 
lar channels. I'll get in touch with him through a friend 
of-mine, Casey, down at Tammany Hall.” 

.'^\hll, where? Canh you phone tltis Casey and make 
an appointment?” 
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"Emily, must I explain everything in detail? I just 
thought o£ something and I ^vant to do it now. I 
don’t want any strawberries, or if they’re that good 
you can put them in the icebox till I get back.’’ 

“Well, all right. I hope this doesn’t mean one of your 
all-night binges with your Tammany Hall friends.” 

If &e girls had not been there he would have given 
a more blistering answer than: “I should have been a 
doctor.” 

A taxi took him to a drug store in the Grand Cen- 
tral zone and he tried to get Gloria on the telephone. 
He tried her home, several speakeasies, and— he did 
not quite know why— had her paged at two of the 
Times Square hotels. A woman he guessed was her 
niother said Gloria was out for dinner and the eve- 
ning. It sounded so respectable, the voice and the 
words, that he wanted to laugh in the mouthpiece. 
He could not tell (and he tried) whether he was now 
angry with Gloria for stealing Emily’s coat, or be- 
cause he had her, in his mind, grappling with some 
young snot-nose from Princeton. He came out of the 
telephone booth sweating and uncomfortable, with 
his hat on the back of his head. He had a Coca-Cola 
standing up at the fountain, and when he set the 
glass do^vn on the fountain it made the hollow cloup 
sound those glasses make, but this glass must have 
been imperfect because it cracked and broke and he 
cut his finger, ever so slightly, but enough to cause an 
industrial crisis in the store. The pharmacist and the 
soda jerker were so solicitous and made him so 
angry with it that he was rude to them, and away 
went his resolution not to drink. He had been feeling 
so respectable and superior up to then, but the cut 
on his finger, which was minutely painful but enor- 
mously annoying, and the store people with their at- 
tentions got him upset. "Jesus Christ, why don’t you 
send for a God damn ambulance,” he said, and went 
out in search of a drink. 


141 



JOHN O’HARA 

Fifty-second Street between Fiftli and Sixth, Avenues 
was packed solid with automobiles and their sound, 
never dianging. The cep sound of tire taxis and , the 
aa-oo-aa of Lincoln town cars predominated in the 
chorus. It was like an evening wedding in a , small 
town; with the invited, those who had cards, inside, 
and the big noise going outside independent of tlie rest. 

He went inside and had a Scotch and soda at the 
bar. It appeared to be full of people trying to be late 
for the theater, and out-of-town men in light tan 
suits, diinking Old Fashioneds and laughing too loud 
for tlie humor in anything they could possibly say. 
Liggett did not want to talk to anyone, not even tlie 
bartenders. He drank and smoked and drank and 
smoked, and when his dgarette was done he'ate po- 
tato chips and when his drink was done he lit an- 
otlier cigarette and then had more to drink. This 
way he waited out the people who were going to the 
tlieater, and was alone at die bar. By diat time the 
men in the tan suits were kissing the handsome 
women. Those men were getting drunk much too 
soon, Liggett decided, getting drunk. He realized he 
was drinking too much and he put it up to himself 
squarely, whether to go home now or get really stewed. 
He decided to gel slewed, because he would be un- 
comfortable if he went home, where he never got- 
drunk; and because if he got drunk here he might 
think of some crazy thing to do that might lead to 
his finding Gloria, Where could she be? New York’s a 
big place, but the places Gloria went to were not 
many. The theater was out; she never went to die 
dieater. The only other place she could be was in any 
apartment in town. Any other, from the houses that 
hung over the Harlem River branch of the New York 
Central to the apartments that hung, over die East 
River, or in a one-room apartment in the Village, 
or an artist's studio in the West Sixties, or some place’ 
on Riverside Drive. Any. apartment. 
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He irent home late, having gone to nine speakeasies 
in one block, having been refused admission to two 
others. He went home without seeing Gloria. 


She was spending the evening with Eddie. She went 
to his apartment and they had dinner at a restaurant, 
where Eddie ate a lot of spaghetti, mnding it expertly 
around his fork. They had a bottle of red wine. It was 
a good little restaurant, rvith sawdust on the floor 
and a pool table, where some elderly Italians played a 
game which Eddie never understood; something to 
do rvith shooting the cueball between two tiny bowl- 
ing pins. A small radio was turned on. They did 
not change the dial, and the program went from 
music to speech to adventure story to torch-singer, 
■with no editing on the part of the proprietor of the 
place. It was probably the only station that came in 
good, because of the “L,” which was only half a block 
away. Gloria and Eddie were the only Americans in 
the place, and no one paid any attention to them. 
When they wanted the waiter they had to call him 
from his card game -vrith three other patrons. 

“IVhat did you do last night?” said Eddie. 

‘‘Oh, went to a movie." 

"mich one?” Eddie asked. 

"The Strand.” 

"What did you see?” 

"Uh, Norma Shearer, in ‘Strangers May Kiss.' ” 

“Oh, did you? How’d you like it? Any good?” 

“Not very. I like her, though. 1 think she’s terribly 
attractive.” 

"She’s a Canadian. .From Montreal. You know, Mon- 
treal, Nova Scotia,” said Eddie. 

"Montreal isn’t in Nova Scotia,” said Gloria. 

"I know. And ‘Strangers May Kiss’ isn’t at the 
Strand, in case you’re interested. Of course I’m not. I 
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don’t give a damn, only I don’t know why you thinJ 
you have to lie to me.” 

"Well, 1 could have got the theater wrong.” 

“No, you couldn’t. You could have got the theatei 
wrong, but not the picture, and ‘Strangers May Kiss' 
isn't playing on Broadway. It was, but it isn't now. So 
don’t lie any more titan you have to.” 

“ril lie to you if I want to. What I do isn’t your 
affair anyway.” 

“You won’t lie to me often, because I won’t be 
around to listen.” 

"MTiy? Are you going away?” 

"No. Where would 1 go? No, it’s just that I won’t 
see you. I don't want to see you if you lie to me; I 
know practically everything about you that there is to 
know, and 1 don’t mind die kind of life you lead, be- 
cause that's your business. But just don’t.go to all the 
trouble of lying to me. Save your lies for someone you 
have to lie to.” 

"Oh-” 

He laughed. "Unless of course you want to practice 
on me. ’ifou ought to do a little more practicing, by 
the way. If you think Norma believed that story the 
otlier night about you and your imaginary^ cousin and 
the crap game where you lost your clothes. What do ’ 
you think people are? Don’t you give them credit for 
any sense at all? You know it's a fonn of insult, mak- 
ing up a screwy story to explain something that you 
don’t have to explain. You know, Norma’s my girl, 
and she hasn’t any wrong ideas about'us.” 

“Did you tell her?" 

“Certainly I told her.” 

“How? What did you say to her?” 

“I told her we weren’t having an affair.” 

“Who brought it up? Did you say it first, or did 
she ask you? How did you happen to tell her?” 

"I don't know,” said Eddie, and reflected. “It was 
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when I first knew her. She asked me if I was in love 
mth anybody, and I said no, and she said what about 
the girl named Gloria that someone said I saw all the 
time. Someone told her I was seeing you, biit all she 
kne^v was your first name. So I said you were a platoruc 
friend, and that’s all.” 

“Is it?” 

“About all. Nothing else worth repeating.” 

“Didn’t she say that if you and 1 were platonic 
friends, you were my only platonic friend?” 

“No. Not exactly.” 

“Not exactly, hah? You know she said something 
like that, though, don’t you?” 

“A little like that. Oh, what the hell, Gloria, yes. 
She didn’t put it that way. She -wanted to know how 
I could see a good-looking girl like you and keep up 
a platonic friendship. I mean keep it platonic.” 

“And you were peeved because you thought she was 
laughing at you. It didn’t make you look so good to 
be the one man I didn’t sleep -tvith.” 

“There you’re tvrong. If I started to resent that now 
it’d be pretty late in the game.” 

“Did you ever resent it?” 

“No.” 

“Why not?" 

“I don’t know.” 

“Because I’m not attractive to you?” 

“No. Not that either." 

‘Well then, what?” 

‘Well, we didn’t start o2 that way, is the only rea- 
son I can give right now. Do you want a psychological 
reason?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, I haven’t got one for you. Do you want some 
more wine?” 

“Yes, I guess I ought to have some wine from sour 
grapes.” 
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"Oil, for God's sake,” said Eddie. "Am I supposed 
to infer that you’re sour grapes because I like Norma 
better than you?” ; - , 

"Why not? Isn’t that the truth?" 

"No, certainly not.” 

“You don’t like me because you feel supeiior. You 
know all about me and that's why you never ask me 
to sleep with you.” 

“I’ve asked you to sleep with me.” 

"Yes. Sleep with you. Good Samaritan. When I’m 
tight and you think I’ll get the 'devil if I go home 
drunk. You ask me if I’ll sleep in your apartment 
Why, that’s the most insulting thing you can do, in a 
way. It proves how you feel about me. You’re above 
my sex appeal. You could sleep with me and not feel a 
thing.” 

“Good Lord.” 

"Yes, good Lord. I’m no good. I’m not fit to touch. 
You’d be contaminated if you touched me. That's tire 
way you feel about me, isn't it?” 

“No.” 

“It is! You hate me, Eddie Brunner. You dan’t stand 
the sight of me. You’re so damned superior you—” 

“Oh, stop.” 

“Why should I stop? Because I’m talking too loud. 
I’m -embarrassing you by talking too loud. That’S it, 
isn’t it?” 

"You are talking above a whisper.” 

"God damn it, why not? Here! YouK' She called 
to one of the elderly Italians, 

“Me, Miss?” • ' ■ 

“Yes.. Come here.” - , 

The old man came over and tipped his hat “Yes,” 
he said. 

“Am I talking too loud?” 

“Oh, no. Not at all, -Miss. You have a good time.” 
He smiled at Eddie. ' . 
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“I didn't ask you if I could have a good time. I 
asked you if I \vere talking too loud.” 

“Oil, no. We don’t mind it,” said the Italian. 

“Doesn’t it disturb your card game to have me talk- 
ing so loud?” 

“No. No. Oh, no.” 

“All right. You may go.” 

The old man looked at her and then at Eddie, and 
smiled at Eddie, and then tipped his hat and went 
back to the game. He explained in Italian the inter- 
ruption, and each of the players turned and looked at 
Gloria before resuming the game. 

Eddie went on eating. 

“There you sit,” she said. 

“Uh-huh. Just as though nothing happened. Drink 
your wine, bad girl, and feel sorry for yourself some 
more. John!” The waiter came. “Anodier bottle of 
wine,” said Eddie. 

They did not speak while the waiter went to fetch 
the wine. He opened the bottle and poured some in 
Gloria’s glass. 

“That’s an insult!” said Gloria. 

“Miss?” said the waiter. 

“That’s an insult. Didn’t you see what he did? You 
know you’re supposed to pour it in his glass first.” 

“I'll take your glass,” said Eddie. 

“That’s not the idea. He’s supposed to pour some in 
your glass first and then fill mine and then fill yours. 
You know that, so why shouldn’t he know it?” ^ 

“This wine is just bottled. Miss. It is only when 
the wine has been in the bottle a long time.” 

“You don’t have to tell me about wine. I know 
more about wine than you do.” 

“Yes, Miss. This is home-made wne and it is only 
bottled this evening.” 

“I didn’t ask you the history of it. I won't drink iL 
I want a highball.” 
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"Give her a highball. Rye and soda,” said Eddie. 

"Humor her," said Gloria. “Let her have her- o\vn 
way. Well, I don’t want a highball. I want another 
bottle of wine, and you pour it the right way, 
whether it was bottled in 1926 or five minutes ago. 
I’ve never been so insulted in all my life.” 

"Are you drunk, by any chance?” smd Eddie. 

“No, and you know I’m not.” 

“IVell, what are you sore about? All right, John, an- 
other bottle of TOne. What's the matter with you, 
Gloria? Did someone do something to you? You’re 
never like this widr me. In a minute I’ll begin to be 
sorry for myself. Maybe you hate me and you don’t 
want to tell me.” 

"No.” 

"Tell me, what is it?” 

"1 don’t %\rant to talk about it.” 

"You can talk to me. You always have.” 

“I don’t even know what it is myself. It isn't 
against you. I love you, Eddie. Oh, I’m so awful.” 

“Are you in love with someone?” 

"Not the way I want to be.” 

"You mean me?” 

"No. Yes. But you’re not the one I’m thinking of. No, 

■ it’s this Liggett.” 

"You’re in love -^vith Liggett?” 

"Oh, I think so. I don’t know.” 

"Does he knotv it?” 

"No.” 

"Really in love with him?” 

‘I am, yes. He isn’t. I know what he thinks. He 
. thinks— well, just a pushover. First night I go out with 
him I go to bed rvith him. Even worse than that. He 
picked me up in a speakeasy." 

^ Well, being picked up in a speakeasy is better than 
being picked up ih the Grand Central station.” 

Why did you say that! Answer me! Why did you 
say that?” - 
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“Hell’s bells, I don’t know. Did I say the Wrong 
thing?’’ 

“What made you say the Grand Central station? 
WTiat do you know about the Grand Central station?’’ 
“Well— it’s— a station.” 

“You said it was better to be picked up in a speak- 
easy than in Grand Central. Why did you say that? Do 
you know anything about my being picked up in the 
Grand Central?” “ 

“No, were you?” 

“Oh, God. Oh, Eddie. Take me out of here. Let’s go 
to your apartment.” 

“Sure. Johnl Tell John I don’t want the winei Just 
bring the check.” ' ' 

They went home and she told him about Dr. Red- 
dington. She spent the night there because she was 
afraid, and Eddie went to sleep in a chair, watching 
her while pretending to read. He became exhausted 
by the first experience of the desire to kill a man. 

The next morning, Tuesday, Liggett got awake with 
an average hangover, the kind that reminded him of 
mornings after football games and boat races, except 
that after a night’s drinking like last night’s he could 
ojunt on partial recovery within a few minutes after 
answering the call of nature, and after a day of 
strenuous athletics nature does not always call, at feast 
not before he was at top form. It always seemed to 
Liggett that too hard rowing stiffened the muscles of 
i the intestines, resulting in constipation, which re- 
1 suited in boils. Drinking had for him no such effect, 
if A trip to the bathroom and the worst of this kind of 

i hangover was gone. A shot of tomato juice mth a 

>1 generous dash of Worcestershire sauce, and a cup of 
black coffee and a plate of cream of tomato soup — 
that was his breakfast on mornings like this, 
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Emily came in while be was eating his soup. “Did 
anything happen about tlie coat?” 

”I couldn’t find Casey. I’ll get in touch mth him 
today." 

"There’s some on your vest. Here, I’ll get it” 

"No, it’s all right. I’ll do it” 

"I’ll do it. You’ll stain it. Let me." She scraped off 
the splash o£ soup mth a knife. "There.” 

"Thanks." 

"Let's go to the theater tonight I want to see Bart 
Marshall. And you like Zita Johann." 

"Bart Marshall? Who is he?” 

“Herbert Marshall. I was being funny.” 

"What are they playing in?” 

" ‘Tomorrow and Tomorrow.’ By Philip Barry.” 

“Oh, yes. Well, all right if you get the tickets. Wlio 
shall we ask?” 

"I thought we could ask the Farleys. We’ll be going 
to the country soon and I dislike not hatdng seen her 
since last summer. What made me think of th^ was 
they were at the club Sunday, and Mrs. Farley’s a nice 
tvoman. I like her.” 

"Yes, I saw him. He was tvith a fellow that said he 
knew me at New Haven. A Jew.” 

“Oh, ho. You?” Emily laughed. 

"What are you laughing at? I have nothing against 
Jews. I have some good friends Jews. Paul and Jimmy. 
You know I like them.” 

Oh, I know, but not while you tvere in ' college.” 

‘Listen, don’t you go around saying tilings like 
tliat. This is no time for that kind of snobbishness. 
Have the Farleys by all means.. Her brother is a great 
friend of AI Smith’s. You get the tickets, and what 
about dressing?” 

"I think a black tie.” 

Yes. Farley’s ahvays very ivell dressed, and if . you 
don t specify black tie he’s liable to come in tails, 
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and I’ll be damned if I want to put on tails this late 
in tlie season. Is this play any goo^” 

"Josie liked it” , 

“What the hell does she know about anything?" 
“You like Josie. I’ve heard you say you liked her.” 
“Oh, you mean Josie Wells. I thought you meant 
Josie'Demuth.” He wiped his mouth with the napkin 
lengthwise. He looked at his watch,' and then had to 
look again to see what time it was. “I’ll be home as 
early as I can. I’m going to Philadelphia on the ten 
o’clock, but I’ll be back in plenty of time for dinner, 
I hope. I’m not going to the office at all, unless I 
stop in after I get back from Philadelpliia. Good-bv.'' 
He kissed her. 
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“Oh, have they given tlie Pulitzer Prize again?’’ 

“Yes, it’s, in this morning’s paper. ‘Alison’s House,’ 
by Susan Glaspell, won it.’’ 

" ‘Alison’s House.’ Oh, yes. That was about Emily 
Diddnson, but 1 never did see it. They do so many 
good things at the Civic Repertory but it’s siich a 
nuisance to go all the way dotvn there. Well, I’m so 
glad you can come. At seven-thirty, and black tie for 
our husbands.’’ 

“Grand, and thank you so much," said Nancy. 

She liked Emily Liggett, and she tvas pleased be- 
cause she knew Mrs. Liggett had not tried , to tvave to 
her on Sunday. That lie was one of the amenities.- - 
Nancy Farley knew that what had happened was that 
Mrs. Liggett had seen her at the club, had thought 
of her some time, perhaps several times, on Monday, 
and had decided probably last night to invite her to 
dinner. Nancy had no hope of being or desire to be an 
intimate friend of Emily Liggett’s. Emily Liggett was 
one of a few women whom Nancy always spoke to, 
addressing tltem as Mrs., seeing them a lot around the 
club in the summer and over the heads of people at 
the theater. She knew Emily liked her— which meant 
little more than liking her looks, but' that was quite 
all right— and that the liking had in it sucli qualities 
as mutual respect and approval. They never would be . 
close friends, because they never would, have to be. 
Nancy knew that if she ever happened to be taking a 
boat trip or a long train ride with Emily Liggett tliey ' 
would find they had friends in common- other than 
the same general group tliey knew in New York; but 
Nancy was satisfied to take that for granted, along 
with probable tastes in common.' There was warmth 
now in her admiration for Mrs. Liggett; it took a 
kind of courage for Mrs. Liggett to invite the Farleys 
to dinner, and it was tliait whidi Nancy admired. She 
called Paul’s office and left -word with his secretary 
that they were going to the Liggetts’ for dinner. Then 
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she went to Paul’s room to see that one of his ttvo 
dinner jackets was pressed and ready to wear, and 
she made a routine inspection of his shirts and col- 
lars and ties. 

The Farley boys were long since at school and 
Nanc>' had nothing to do until five o’clock. Every day 
at five, unless Paul had other plans, Nancy would 
drive do^vn Lexington Avenue to the neighborhood 
of the Graybar Building, where Paul had his offices. 
She had been doing this for four years. It began ac- 
cidentally. She happened one afternoon to be-in the 
neighborhood of his offices, which were then at 247 
Park Avenue, and she waited for him and caught him 
coming out. It was such a good idea, they agreed, 
that it would be fun to do it every day she could. 
It did have its points; there were many afternoon 
parties in those days, and she would stop and pick 
him up and they would go to the parties together. 
Although they never happened to say so to each other 
or to anyone else, both Nancy and Paul hated to enter 
a room ^one. But together they put up a good united 
front, and they were wo people ivho in the minds of 
their friends were thought of always as husband and 
mfe. Only to his draftsmen and to the employees of 
his clubs and a few business acquaintances did Paul 
have an identity of his o%vn. After working hours 
everyone thought of him as the one in masculine attire 
of Ae inseparable Mr. and Mrs. Paul Farley. It tvas al- 
most true of Nancy, too; as true as it could be of a 
woman, tvho, if she has anything at all— beauty, ugli- 
ness, charm, bad taste, good taste, sex appeal— begins 
with a quicker identity and holds it longer tlian a 
man does. And so they would go to parties together, 
or simply go home together. Every day she trouJd cce-: 
him.. 

After a while it began to be a habit that to 
was not an unmixed blessing. At first ocrasiccr.’:- 
and then every day, Paul would come up in buck rc 
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the car and gently pinch the back of Nancy's neck. In 
the beginning it was cute, she thought. Then she 
found that she was expecting it. Then she found she 
was setting herself against it, tightening her nerves and 
sitting in the very middle of the front seat, ' hop* 
ing he would not be able to take her by surprise. But 
he always did. It became a game tvith him, and she 
could count on the fingers of one hand the number of 
times when luck was with her and she was quicker 
than he. They had a phaeton then, a Packard; When 
they were buying a convertible one thing she had in 
mind was that she would be able to raise the window 
on her side and he would not be able to touch her 
neck. This was no good, though; he would get the 
same surprise effect by rapping hard with his ring 
on the raised window. Little by little the custom of, 
meeting Paul every day became a nuisance, tlien al- 
most a horror. It made her jittery, and all beoiuse he 
was doing something she at first thought was cute,- 
stveet. After they would get in the car it would take 
her a few minutes to get her mind on what he tvas 
saying. A few times, on days when the weather was 
fine and he had reason to expect her to meet him, 
she just could not bring herself to face if— although 
face it was precisely not the word— and she would find 
excuses not to turn up. At such times he would be so 
hurt that she would tell herself she was a little beast; 
Paul was so kind and considerate and sweet in every- 
thing else, what on earth was the matter witli her that 
she couldn’t pass over such a slight fault? But this self- 
reproach did not have any lasting effect It was a 
form of self-indulgence that certainly did not solve the 
problem. 

As for coming right out and telling Paul she ob- 
jected to his pinching the back of her neck— that was 
out of the question. From conversations ivith her 
friends, and from her own observations,, Nancy knew . 
that in every marriage (which after all boils down to 
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mo human beings living together) the 
keep her mouth shut about at least one small thing 
her husband does that disgusts her. She knew of a 
case where the marriage was ruined because of the 
husband's habit of allowing just a little of the white 
of egg to hang from the spoon when he ate soft- 
boiloi eggs. In that case the disgusting thing occurred 
every morning. She knew of another case where the 
husband walked out on his wife because he said she 
was unclean; it took one of those psychoanalytical 
quacks a month to get the man to reveal that the 
woman never went to the bathroom rvithout leaving 
toilet paper floating in the bowl of the toilet. Things 
like these that you kept quiet about, they were worse 
tlian the things you could quarrel about; your hus- 
band’s behavior in bed, , or your ivife’s; his taste in 
clothes, or hers; cheating at games, flirtatiousness, 
bad manners, differences of opinion, repetitiousness, 
bragging and humility and punctuality and the lack 
, of it and all the other things that people can quarrel 
openly about Then there was always the hope that 
please God he might stop. But no; he probably did it 
because he thought it was expected of him. 

Now this Tuesday Nancy Farley, with nothing to do 
all day, began thinking of Paul’s little trick early in the 
day. It was going to be a fine day. There wasn’t a 
cloud in the sky and no chance of any legitimate ex- 
cuse not to meet Paul. This same day, this idleness 
gave her plenty of chance to think from time to time 
of John Watterson, the homely actor who everyone 
said had more charm than-well, everyone said he had 
more cliarm than anyone they ever knew. Watterson 
came of an awfuUy good Boston family and he fed 
gone to pW, and he usually played hardboiled 
.parts, although he looked well in tails. He reminded 
some people of Lincoln; he was tall and homely like 
Lincoln, and Lincoln must have had a marvelous vn.v,. 
too, Wattmon had. What trith one play 
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Watterson had reached that point where he could bt 
identified by his first name: "Are you going to John’s 
opening?” meant Watterson as surely as Kit and Al- 
fred and Lynn and Helen and Oggie and Jane and Zita 
and Bart and Blanche and Eva and Hopie and Leslie 
meant the people that those names meant. Watterson 
certainly had arrived, and having arrived he had 
quietly settled down to the practice of his profession, 
on and off the stage. 

The first thing Nancy said about him when she first 
laid eyes on him was drat there was an honest man, 
which she amended to there is a man with honesty. 
He had hair like an Indian’s, straight and black and 
it fell over his forehead— never with any attenipt on 
his part to keep it from falling. He had big thick lips 
and out of them came the sounds of this hard strong 
voice of his in a Chicago accent whiclr he never, tried 
to change, except when he played the captain of an 
English mine-sweeper and in his one try at die films, 
when he played an Indian. He was used to being told 
he had beautiful hands. They were big, and on the 
little finger of each hand he wore a signet ring 
which had had to have more gold put in to fit Iris 
fingers. He liked women whose buttocks just fit his 
spread hands, and although Nancy did not quite 
qualify, she was sdll on the small side. He wanted 
Nancy. 

She had seen him probably a dozen times offstage. 
This was extremely painful to him, as he was every 
bit as aware of the number of times he had seen her 
as Nancy was of the nmnber of times she had seen him. 
But it had ahvays been Mr. Wattemon and.Mrs. Farley. 
The last diree times she had seen him he had asked 
her to come in some afternoon, any afternoon, when 
she was in the neighborhood and had a minute. That 
was as far as he would go. If she came it would be 
with the understanding, et cetera. She knew that. And 
he knew as weir as the next one what fiis reputation 
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^v'as, and all the women he hnew also to' repu- 
tation. “1 have no etchings,” he would say, Lut I 1 
bet I can get yon tight” Yes, he had honesty, and he 

was in the phone book. ■ n j „ 

It was Spring and Nancy had nothing to do all daj 
until the daily ordeal with Paul, and last week she 
had seen Watterson and that time he had said: Tt on 
haven’t come in for a drink, Mrs. Farley. What about 
that?" 

‘T haven’t been thirsty.” 

“Thirsty? What has thirsty got to do with it? Tm 
going away for the %veek-end, but 1 11 be back Tuesday 
and I’m in the phone book, so I think you’ll need a 
drink Tuesday. Or Thursday. Thirsty on Thursday. 
Or Wednesday. Or any other day. But beginning Tues- 
day.” Then he had laughed to take the curse og it a 
little and also to let her know that of course he didn’t 
think for one minute she’d come. 

Once in her life with Paul, Nancy had let herself 
go in a kiss with another man, a Imd kiss, standing 
up, with her mouth open and her legs apart. Now 
that she thought of it, that had been an actor too. A 
young actor, a practically unknoim juvenile. This day, 
thinking about Watterson, and then about the juve- 
nile, she went back to a truth ivhich she had dis- 
covered for herself. It was something she discovered 
watching the progress of the extra-marital love life of 
her friends-while pretending not to watch at all. 
The truth was that there is a certain kind of man, at- 
tractive and famous in his way and sought after by 
women, whom sound women, women like Nancy her- 
self, can conceivably have an agair svith, but would 
not ma^ if he were the last man on earth. Once 
the French nisecrack; that you can 

the Bois remark to justifv 
the behavior of some men whom she liked wiS 
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liking their behavior. Only in the past three or four 
years had she even attempted to apply it woman to 
man. Well, she would not marry a man like Watter- 
-son, but since there were men like Watterson, why 
not find out about tliem? Why not find out about at 
least one other man? She knew . every hair on Paul’s 
body; they knew everything about each other that 
they might be likely to learn. A new man would be 
all strange, and Nancy wondered about herself, too. 
Maybe she was all strange, to herself as much as to 
any new man. And this was a good time to find out. As 
coolly as that she made up her mind to have an affair 
with John Watterson the actor. 

She was sitting down with The Good Earth in front 
of her. She put it aside the moment she made her 
decision, got up and went to the closet where her 
hats were perched on things that looked like huge 
wooden collar-buttons. She took ttvo hats, tried on 
both of them, and went back to the closet’ and took 
out a third, which she kept on. Gloves, purse, ciga- 
rette extinguished, and she %vas ready to go. 

The car was parked outside. She got in and drove 
the few blocks to the block in which Watterson lived. 
When she came to his house she drove right past 
without changing her speed- Somehow— not today. 
She had a hunch. "If my foot had eased its pressure 
on the accelerator I’d have gone in- But it didn’t, so, 
not today.’’ She went to the movies— dear George 
Arliss, in "The Millionaire.’’ "I suppose that’s pass- 
ing up an opportunity,” she said to herself, thinking 
of Watterson, and enjoyed it over- and over again. 

"Do you want some coffee? I made some coffee if 
you can stand it," said Eddie. 

"Huh?” said Gloria. "Oh. Eddie. Hello, Eddie dar- 
ling." 

Hello, sweet. How about some coffee?” 
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"I'll make it Just give me a mnirti tr -viLs ~~ 
“You don’t have to make it. It’s trade. AZ irrre 
to do is drink it” 

“Oh, thank you.” She sat up in Led ~ — — °d 

tvith both hands for the cup and sarcm 
some. “Good,” she said. “You make thZ?”^ 

“Yes, ma’am,” said Eddie. 

He sat dotvn easy on the bed so be “crld — 
jounce it and cause her to spill the ccnee. “Did 
have a good sleep?” 

“Mm. But marvelous," she said. 'Then: "vVdar ar rir 
you? Where did you sleep? My beamish boy " 

“Right here.” ^ 

"Where ‘right here’?” she repeated. 

"There. On the chair.” 


“There, there, under the chair. Run, run, 

"No, where did you sleep, Baby?” 

The chair, I told you.” ^ 

. 3,°“ *ose legs? You couldn’t sles- 

Jour /e^''"" " do t^ith 

anything with them. I just n^. j— 

dtata and I „e„. sieep aid 

^^.^Ooh, ,nn ,au3. feel like fte nead, of God. Are yon 

"No, as a matter of fact I feel t 
when I went to sleep T tp:,a so tired 

dropped off, and I wem to Op ^ 
woke up I guess around three m hm ^ 

light and got up and got an ov ^ *e 

You know that fur coafyou came^r^^'-^^™*"'^ 

“y ‘Closet. You bette?hau^^^V” It’s 

thmg about it Take it back wheSvin 

®f^®ed to think about it ^ you?" 

Will you?” he said, “it’s 

. » ' of bnsine,, 
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Gloria, and what you do is-as I just said, it's none of 
my business, only I TOsh you’d return that coat. That’s 
tlte kind of a fast one that-maybe you had every rea- 
son in the world to take it at the timie, but you can’t 
keep a coat like that, that cost four or five hundred 
dollars or more." 

“Four or five thousand.” 

"Jesus! All the more reason. My God, Baby, a coat 
like that, that kind of money, they insure those things. 
The first thing you know they’ll have detectives 
parked on our doorstep.’’ 

"I doubt it. I imagine I could keep that coat as long 
as I wanted to." 

Eddie looked at her but not long. He stood up. “Do 
you want some more coffee? There is more if you 
want it” 

“You don’t like that, do you?" 

"What differences does it make tvhether I like it or 
not? I told you what I thought I have no say over 
you.’’ 

“You could have. Come here," she said. She held up 
her hands. He sat on the bed again. She put her arms 
around his head and held him to her bosom. "Oh, 
you don’t know what I’d do for you, my precious dar- 
ling. You’re all I have, Eddie. Eddie, you’re afraid of 
me. I’m no good, Eddie. I know I’m no good, but I 
could be good for you, Eddie, Eddie, my darling. Oh. 
Here. One second, darling. One second. My baby. My 
baby tliat needs a haircut Ah, my— What’s that!” 

"Phone," he said. 

"Anstver it It’s bad luck not to answer it" 

"I never heard that." 

"It is. Go on, darling, answer it." 

"Hello,” he said into the telephone,. "What? Yes, 
jpeaking.” 

Pause. 

Why, you son of a—," he slammed the phone into 
s6o 
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its CTadle. "The Bush Brothers Hand Laundry. The 
bastards." 

"Is that the laundry you owe the money to. 

"Oh, God. Maybe it is. I foi^ot the name of Aat one. 

I don’t think 1 ever did know it. No, it couldn’t be the 
same one. The Bush Brothers were soliciting new 
work, so that’s not the laundry that has my stuff. They 
don’t want any new work. I want you. 

“Do you? Here 1 am. Gan anybody see us from those 
TOndo\vs over there?” 

“They might. I’ll get it. I’ll do it.” 

"I ought to get up.” 

“No, don’t” 

"I'll have a child.” 

“Don’t you want a child?" 

"Yes, very much. But, all right” 

He sat up again and looked away. He made his 
gesture of shooting a foul in basketball, but tdth his 
fists clenched. “No,” he said. 

"It’s all right, Eddie,” she said. "It’s all right, dar- 
Hng.” 

"No,” he said. "No, it isn’t It’s anything but all 
right.” 

“I’m dean. You needn’t worry about that, if that’s 
what’s woiT)'ing you.” 

“Oh, I know. I wasn’t thinking that.” 

"You used to think it Didn’t you?” 

“A long time ago. Before I knew you.” 

“I’d never do that to you.” 

“I know. I don't think that any more. That’s not 
■^vhat Tm thinking now.” 

“Don’t you love me? Do you love Norma?” 

“Nope.” 

“Have you told her you love her?” 

“Once or twice.” 

“Does she love you?” 

“No. I don’t think so. Maybe.” 
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"You’re not sure.” 

"Oh, I’m sure. She doesn't love me. No, it hasn’l 
anything to do with Nonna. I love you.” 

She touched his shoulder. "I know. And I love you 
The only one I ever did love, and the only one thai 
ever loved me.” 

"I doubt thaL Aw, you're crazy." 

“No. I know. I know what it is even if you don’t 
Or maybe you do know and won’t say it. It’s becaust 
I’ve stayed with so many men that you think— ” 

"Don’t talk. Don’t say anything.” 

“All right,” she said, and was silent, as was Eddie. 
Then she went on: "If you didn’t know I’d stayed 
with so many men would you love me?" 

"I do love you.” 

“But it would be different, wouldn't it? Of course 
It's stupid of me to ask you that. But tvill you answer 
this truthfully? If you had just met me, without 
knowing a thing about me, what would you think pi 
me?” 

“How do you mean? There isn’t a better-looking 
girl in this town, is my honest opinion. Your face, and 
you have a beautiful build.” He stopped. She rvas star- 
ing ahead, not listening to him. 

Despair. 

"What are you thinking?” he saicL 

"Mm?” 

“What are you thinking about so seriously." 

“It’s all right with you now, isn’t it? You’ll be all 
right if I get up now, won’t you? I mean and get 
dressed. Will you be all right?” 

"I’ll be ail right.” 

Because I know about men when they get exdted 
and nothing happens. 1 wouldn’t do that, either. If 
it’s just a question of-oh, I don't know. I don’t know 
how to talk to you now, Eddie. If you’re going to he 
uncomfortable the rest of the day because we started 
something and didn’t finish it, then let’s finish it." 
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“Not that %vay I won’t I don’t even feel like it 
now.” 

“No, neither do I, but I don’t tvant you to feel as 
if you’d been pulled through a ^vringer.” 

"1 won’t Don’t worry about me.” 

“Then I guess I’ll get up and take a shower.” 

“I’ll get you a dean towel. I have one.” 

“All right.” 

“Here, I’ll get you my bathrobe,” he said, and 
stopped on his way to the doset “The melancholy 
Dane has come, the saddest of- the year.” He smiled at 
her. 

“What made you say that?” 

“Damned if I know.” 

“\'\Tiat was it? ‘The melancholy Dane has come, the 
saddest of the year.’ Did that have any spedal mean- 
ing?” 

“No, not a bit. I just thought of myself as melan- 
choly, and you as melancholy, and melancholy made 
me think of the melancholy Dane, and then I got 
melancholy Dane mixed up. The melancholy Dane has 
come, the saddest of the year. It’s nothing. I get 
rhy thms and words mixed. TTie melancholy Dane has 
come, the saddest of the year. You used to come at 
nine o’dock but now you come at ten. I’ll get you the 
bathrobe.” 

“And the towel. The towel’s more important” 

“No, it isn’t Not in my present state.” 

“Oh— do you really feel—” 

“No, no. Not seriously.” 

She got out of bed and put on his bathrobe %vith 
her arms folded in front of her and her shoulders 
slightly hunched. She smiled at him and he smiled 
back. “I guess-I guess I never felt worse. Not sad: It 
isn’t sadness the way I and you think of sadness and 
everybody else thinks of it It’s just this, that the one 
thing we have— nope. I won’t say it” 

“Oh, you’ve got to finish it no^v.” 
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“Must I? Yes, I guess I must. Well, it’s awful when 
you tliink that you’ve stayed, with so man) men and 
made such a mess of your life, and then someone you 
really, want to stay with because you love him, tbat 
person is the one person you mustn’t stay with be- 
cause if you do he immediately becomes like the rest, 
and you don’t want him to become like die rest. The 
thing he has that the rest haven’t is that you haven’t 
stayed with him." 

“No, that’s ivrong. I don’t want you to think that. It 
isn’t true. Maybe it is, but I don’t think so." 

“No, I guess not, but— I don’t know. The hell vith 
it. You go on out for a walk. Ten minutes, and when 
you get back I’ll be dressed." 

“I’ll buy a coffee ring." 

She stood at the bathroom door, watching him put 
on his coat “I’m a real bitch, Eddie. Do you know 
why?” 

“Why?" 

“Because I know what’s right, but I’m i 
tempted. You’ve never seen me without a 
on, have you?" 

“I’ll get the coffee ring." 

“That’s right,” she said. 

. When he did not return in fifteen 
began to worry, but he did return in 
more, and they had more breakfast. Hr 
a container of orange juice for her r 
paper. "Mm. Legs Diamond’s arrestet 
met him once." f 

“Who didn’t?” said Eddie. "WTial 
him for? Parking near a fire plug, ^ 

“No. The Sullivan Law. That’siu 
buzz. Weapons. Deadly weapons in- 
Joel Sayre. This is an interesting 
Legs Diamond. What did you say? 
people didn’t. I met him and 
didn’t know him, even by rep 
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making cracks. Governor Roosevelt’s mother is sick and 
he’s going to Paris where she is. She's in the hospital. 
Did you know that he has infantile paralysis? I never 
knew that till about a month or two ago. It never 
shows in his pictures, but he’s always holding on to a 
state policeman’s arm. Mm. As an aftermath of the. 
It says here as an aftermath of the airplane crash in 
which Knute Rockne lost his life the Fokker 29’^ are 
being given the air by the Department of Commerce. 
I can use Fokker in a sentence.” 

"I can use identification in a sentence. I'm not going 
away this summer because identification till October.” 

“Mine was dirty. Oh, the Pulitzer Prize. ‘Alison’s 
House’? Now for God’s sake. 'Alison’s House.’ And 
The Collected Poems of Robert Frost. Well, I suppose 
that’s all right. Edmund Duffy. Have you read The 
Glass Key?” 

“No.” 

“It’s by the same man who tvrote Maltese Falcon, but 
it’s not nearly as good. Oh, here’s one for you. Listen 
to this. This is old Coolidge. 'Collins H. Gere, buzz 
buzz buzz buzz belongs to a generation of strong 
character and high purposes. Their passing marks the 
end of an era.’ 'W’hose passing? Does he mean strong 
character and high purposes’ passing? Maybe he does. 
Maybe he's right. Do you know anybody with strong 
character and high purposes?” 

“You.” 

"No, that’s insulting. Think of someone. It has to 
be our generation, not older people, because Coolid^ 
says their passing marks the end of an era, I guess he 
means the era that had strong character and high pur- 
poses. You, now. Let me see. Have you a strong diar- 
acter, darling?” 

“No character.” 

“I’d say yes. About the high purposes, I’m not so 
sure. How are you on high purposes?” 

"Low.” 
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“No cliaracter and low purposes." 

• “Not low purposes," he said. "I just said I was low 
on high purposes. It isn't exactly the same thing." 

“No, you’re right. Well, 1 can’t tliink of anyone I 
like that has strong character and high purposes. The 
Giants beat Brooklyn, if you’re interested. Six to three 
was the score. Terry tripled, scoring when the Giants 
worked their squeeze play, Vergez laid down a perfect 
bunt. That shouldn’t sound dirty, but when you have 
a mind like mine. I must look at Bethlehem Steel., 
My uncle has some of that. Closed at 44^. That's 
enough of that. Oh, here is sad news. Clayton, Jackson 
and Durante are splitting up. Schnozzle is going to 
Hollytvood and they’re breaking up. Oh, that’s sad. 
That’s the world’s worst. Why did you have to show 
me this paper? No more wood number? No more hats? 
No more telegrams like the one he sent: ’Opening at 
Les Ambassadeurs as soon as I learn how to pro- 
nounce it.’ Ah. That makes me sad, really sai I 
hope he divides his salary with the others. Do you , 
like this hat? On the right hand page. .... On me." 

“No. It hides the eyes.’’ 

“All right. I must go home to the bosom of my 
family. A flat chest if I ever saw one. Shall 1 call you 
tomorrow?" 

“Yes. Oh, how about that fur coat?" 

“I don’t know. I’ll call you tomorrow." 

"Well, aren’t you going to give it back to this fel- 
low?’’ 

"Well, I can’t just take the coat to him, can I?” 

‘ I don’t see why not,” said Eddie. “If you want to 
return the coat, you can. The way you do it is up to 
you.” 

All right, I will then, if it’ll make you feel any bet- 
ter. I’ll call him up right now.” She telephoned Lig- 
gett. “He’s out of town, his office said.” 

"Well, phone him tomorrow." 

- She went home and there' was a telegram there 
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from Liggett, asking her to meet him at their favorite 
speakeasy at four. They had told her at his office that 
he was out of town, but her life was full of incon- 
sistencies like that. 

. She w'as there before four, and took a small table 
by herself and watched the world come in. That after- 
noon the speakeasy was visited by a fairly representa- 
tive crowd. On their lips soon would be her name, 
with varying opinions as to her character. Most of 
these people were famous in a way, although in most 
cas^ their fame did not extend more than twenty 
blocks to the north, forty blocks to the south, seven 
blocks to the east and four blocks to the west. There 
were others who were not famous, but were promi- 
nent in Harrisburg, Denver, Albany, Nashville, St. 
Paul-Minneapolis, Atlanta, Houston, Portland, Me., 
Dayton and Hartford. Among these was Mrs. Dunbar 
Vicks, of Cleveland, in town on one of her three or 
four visits a year to see a friend’s private collection 
of dirty movies and to go to bed tvith a young man 
who formerly worked for Finchley. Mrs. Vicks was 
standing at the bar, with her back to Walter R. 
Loskind, the HoUytvood supervisor, who was talking 
to Percy Luffberry, the director. Percy owed a great 
deal to Walter. "VV^en Percy was directing 'War of 
Wars” he had small charges of explosive buried here 
and there in the ground, not enough to hurt anyone, 
but enough so that when the charge was set off the 
extras in German uniforms would be lifted off the 
ground. The extras had been warned about that and 
were being paid a bonus for this realism- It went ah 
right until Percy decided he wanted to have one ectra 
crawling along the ground instead of v/alking. IVnet 
the charge was set off the extra lost both eyes, anc 
if Walter hadn’t stood by Percy Percy would have he* 
in a hell of a fix. Seated directly across the 
was Mrs. Noel Lincoln, wife of the famous spnr!£B»^ 
financier, who had had four miscarriages 
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found out (or before her doctor dared tell her) that 
bit of bad luck on the part of her husband was i 
sponsible for these misfortunes. Mrs. Lincoln w 
sitting tvith pretty little Alicia Lincoln, her niece 1 
marriage, who was the source of cocaine supply for 
very intimate group of her friends in society, tl 
theater, and the arts. Alicia was waiting for a b( 
named Gerald, whom she took to places where gii 
could not go unescorted. Bruce Wix, the artist’s re 
resentative, came in and tried to get the eye of Walt 
R. Loskind, but Walter did not look. Bruce stoc 
alone at the bar. Henry White, the tyriter, was to^ 
he was wanted on the telephone— the first move, z 
though he did not know it, in the house techniqi 
of getting rid of a drunk. On the way out he bow< 
to Dr. (D.D.S.) Jack Fry, who was arriving tvith or 
of his beautiful companions. It was afternoon, so ti 
companion was not wearing the Fry pearls, which D 
Fry always loaned to show girls and actresses whi 
they were out with him, Mr. and Mrs. Whitney Hd 
man, of Gibbsville, Pennsylvania, arrived at this tim 
wishing they had been better friends so they coul 
find something to talk about without self-consdou 
ness. They were joined by Whitney’s cousin Scott Ho 
man, a cross-eyed fellow who at die age of thirty di 
not have to shave more tlian once a week. Mil 
RomanoB came in, looked around the room, an 
went out again. A party of six young people, Mr. an 
Mrs. Mortimer House, Mr. and Mrs. Jack WTiitehal 
and Miss Sylvia House and Mr. Irving Ruskin, weJ 
told at the door that tliey could not come in becaus 
they had not made reservations. They had to mal 
ivay for a Latin-American diplomat whose appoin 
ment to Washington showed what his country thougl 
of this. He had had malaria before he caught sifii 
rvhich is the wrong order for an automatic cure. Ii 
side again, banging on his table for . a waiter, SJ 
Ludovici, the artist, %vho had several unretouche 
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nude photograplis o£ Gloria which she wished slu; luid 
bach. He was with June Blake, show girl and model, 
who after four days was still cheerful over winning 
nearly a thousand dollars on Twenty Grand. The lK;f 
had not been made through a bookmaker, and in- 
volved no cash outlay on her part. It was a slightly 
intricate arrangement betw'een herself and Archie 
Jelliffe, the axle man, who told June he would place 
the bet for her if she would agree to bring to his 
country place a certain virgin he svanted to know bet- 
ter. Was it June’s fault that the former virgin was at 
this minute in a private hospital? Robert Emerson, 
the magazine publisher, came in svith his vice-presi- 
dent, Jerry Watlington. Emerson was trying to make 
life pleasanter for Watlington, who had just been black- 
balled at a good dub which Emerson belonged to. 
Emerson sincerely regretted the blackball, now that 
he had put it in. Mad Horace H. Tuttle, who had 
been kicked out of trvo famous prep sdiools for in- 
cendiarism, was there svith Mrs. Denis Johnstone Hum- 
phries (whose three names seldom rs’ere spelled right) , 
of Sesvickley Heights, near Pittsburgh. Mrs. Hum- 
phries was telling Horace how she had to drive 
around in a station wagon because strikers stoned her 
Rolls. The worst of it was she was riding in the 
Rolls at the time, personally holding her entry for die 
Flower Show, and when the stones began to heat 
against the car she had presence of mind enough tn 
lie on the floor, but forgot about the roses arid 
crushed them. Her story was not intemipted whffi 
Horace nodded to Billy Jones, tlie gentleman jockey, 
who walked quickly to the bar with two dollars in 
hand, had a qm’ck double-w'hiskey-soda, and 
out, tvith the ttvo dollars in his hand. The barfcni cf 
simply entered it against Billy’s accoun t-ih'/iy 
supposed to be a little screwy from knocks 
head. Kity Meredith, the movie actress, ” 
her adopted son, four years old, and 
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how cute he was, what poise, as he took a sip of her 
drink. 

“rm sorry I’m late,” said Liggett 

Gloria looked up. "It's all right,” she said. "In Hye 
more minutes I’d have gone, or at least I wouldn’t 
have been alone.” 

“Who? That one that's looking at you now?” 

“I won’t tell you,” she said. 

“Uh, what are you drinking?” 

"Ale,” 

“One ale, and a brandy and soda.” 

‘Well, what’s it all about?” said Gloria. “I ^vent 
home -and your telegram was there. 1 phoned you at 
your office, but they said you’d gone away." 

"Where were you last night?” 

"Oh, no. Not in that tone. Who do you think you 
are?” 

“All right. I’m sorry.” He went through the busi- 
ness of getting a dgarette lit, then he remembered 
and offered her one. That doubled tlie delay before he 
said; “If what I want to ask you makes you very angry 
will you try not to hold it against me? First of all— 
please let me talk— first of all, I think you know I’m 
crazy about you. You know that, don’t you?” 

No answer. 

He repeated; "You know that, don’t you?” 

“You said not to interrupt” 

"Well, you do know that, don’t you?” 

"I’m not so sure. Crazy about me doesn’t mean any- 
thing.” 

“Well, I am. In the worst way. Don’t make a joke 
about it. I am crazy about you. I can’t think of any- 
thing but you. I can't make sense for thinking about 
how long it’s going to be before I see you again. 
When I don’t teow where you are, like last night. I 
was here and all over, trying to find you.” He saw 
she was not paying much attention. 

"You’re right,” he went on. "That’s not what I want 
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to talk about At least not now. Or I mean I tvant ti 
talk about it, notv, but there is another matter.” 

"That’s what I thought." 

"That’s what you thought. Well— Jesus, I wish tvi 
were some place else. Drink your drink and we’ll ge 
out of here. What I want to say I don’t want to sa] 
in this madhouse, all these people yelling their head 
oS.” 

She gulped some beer and left some in the glass 
“That’s all I want.” 

He left two dollar bills and a quarter on the table 
and they went out. He refused the taxi at the 
door, but walked down the block towards Fifth Ave- 
nue and took a taxi that was moving. “Fortieth Street 
and Seventh Avenue,” he told the driver. 

"Where are we going?” 

“That place you took me to the other mghL The 
newspaper place.” He took off his hat and held ft oc 
his knee. "You know, Gloria, I’m in a bad aboi:t 
you. The thing that’s happened to me usually hap- 
pens to men I know who have been good huscarci. 

I don’t mean that I’ve been an espedally bad has- 
band. I’ve been good to my wife in most ways, 
always kept things from her that would hurt her—’* 

'"You're the kind of man that would have a aaatrss 
and insult her in front of your wife fcecaase 
thought that would mislead her.” 

‘You’re wrong. No, you’re right The crL~ mre - 
had a mistress that my wile knew I cld say nsprror- 
ing things about her, the mistress. Ecw cc you iarow 
these things? You’re not more tkrr Fc soy mear'-rr.- 
How do you know these tbingsy 

“How do I know them? IVfet ehe has thsre heea or 
my life but finding out tkings iSe toot.' Fur 
tell me about tvhat happens to men cf pour sgu. 

"What happens to men cfmp age. V/iat happo,>. 
to men of my age is this, S they're been gr/od Au-'' 

bands. They go along being good hnshar.rii KOfhm: 
iji 


hard and having a good time, playing golf, making a 
little money, going to parties "with tire same crowd, 
and then sometimes it’s a woman they've known all 
their lives, and sometimes it’s a filing clerk in the of- 
fice, and sometimes it’s a singer in a night club. I 
know of one case where it was a man and his sister. 
Not that they ever did anything about it, except that 
the man committed suicide, that’s all. He’d been hap- 
pily married— oh, what the hell am I . talking about; 
happily married. Is anybody happily married? 1 often 
wonder whether anybody is.” He stopped talking.- 

"What made you stop all of a sudden? You were 
going great.” 

"Was I?” 

"•I’ll say.” 

“I just discovered something, or almost did. Won- 
dering whether anyone was happily married. I won- 
dered if I tvas, and then 1 wondered if I wasn’t. God, 
I'm in a worse spot than anyone. I don’t. even, 
know if I’m unhappily married. I don’t know any- 
thing about myself. I must be happy, because when- . 
ever I’ve looked back and remembered times when I 
was happy, I always find that I didn't know -I was 
happy when I was. Well, if I’m happy now -it’s, be- 
cause of you. Let me rave. I’m thinking but loud.” 

“A little too loud for the taxi driver, or else may- 
be not loud enough.” 

"Well, that’s all he’s going to hear. This is the end 
of the line.” 

This time they were not greeted by the voluble bar- 
tender, but by a tall sad man who looked as titough 
he ought to be a Texas Ranger. They went - to the 
small room off the bar where there were booths, and 
when the bartender brought- their drinks Liggett be- 
gan; "I didn’t feel like talking about this in die taxi. 
Now I have to talk and get it over with. Gloria, did 
you take, a fur coat out of my. apartment Sunday?” 

Silence. 
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“Did you? Are you not answering because you’n 
" angry, or what?” 

“Wiat do you thiirk?” 

“I’m asking you." 

“Yes, I took it” 

“Well— will you give it back? It’s my tvife’s coat 
and I’ve had a hard time keeping her from teUing th( 
police.” 

“Why don’t you let her tell the police?” 

“Do you really want the coat that much?” 

“I could have it, couldn’t I?” 

“Yes. You could, but not very easily. Uh, natural!’ 
it would break up my home. The first thing the de 
tectives would do would be to question the employee 
of the apartment house, and the elevator operato: 
would remember you leaving -with the coat on Sun 
day. Then they’d tell my wife there was a girl in thi 
apartment Saturday night, and while my tvife migh 
possibly forgive my being unfaithful, for the sake o 
the children, I don’t think she’d forgive my bringing 
anyone into her home. It’s her home, you know, ever 
more than it is mine, or as much. Well, so that woulc 
break up the home, but that wouldn’t be all. Wher 
the police are notified in a thing like that they lik( 
to make an arrest, so they’d probably find out whc 
you were.” 

“From you?” 

“No. Not from me. They could arrest me, I suppose, 
but I wouldn’t tell them who it was. But from— did 
you take a taxi? You must have. Well, they’d find out 
where you went, and so on. They have ways of find- 
ing out, without any help from me. So you wouldn’t 
have the coat long. And what if my wife told the in- 
surance • people? That would fix me in a business 
way. Not that there’s much left to be fixed, but at 
least I have a good job. Well, if my wife became wn- 
dictive and told the insurance people to, uh, proceed 
just as though I were a stranger, they tv’ould arrest 
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me for compounding a felony or accessory before the 
fact or something like that, and the ubloids would get 
hold of it. No, you can't win.” 

“Crime does not pay, eh?” 

"I don't know whether it does or not, but I do know 
this, you won’t gain anytiiing by keeping the coat.” 

"Except the coat." 

“Not even the coat. They’ll take it away from you. 
Oh, come on, don’t be unreasonable. I'll buy you a 
coat just like it.” 

"It’s an expensive coat.” 

“It’s insured for I think four thousand dollars. 
That’s quite an item for an insurance company to 
have to make good on. What are you doing, having 
fun?” 

"A little. You had fun with me Saturday night. Big 
stuff, tearing my dress and all that old cave-man act.” 

‘Tm sorry about that, I've told you before I svas 
sorry.” 

"It didn't sound very convincing before, but now 
that you’re in a jam—” 

"Listen, God damn it—” 

“Don’t swear at me. I'm going,”. 

“Oh, no, you’re not." 

"Oh, yes, I am, and don’t you try to stop me, if you 
know what’s good for you.” 

“Listen, you little bitdr. I’ll go to jail before I let 
you get away with this, and you will too. Sit dotvn.” 
He reached for her hand, but she ran out to the bar- 
room. 

'Let me out of here," she said to the bartender. 

"Don’t open that door,” said Liggett. 

‘Out of the way. Mister,” said the bartender. 

'What is it, Joe?” said a man at the bar, who Lig- 
gett saw was in uniform. The man turned, and it was 
a patrolman’s uniform. The cop put on his cap and 
came over. 

"Don’t hurt him. Just let me out,” said Gloria. 
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“Is he molesting you, lady?" said the cop. 

"1 just want to get out," said Gloria. 

"Listen, officer—” _ j • 

“Out of the Tvay, wise guy,” said the cop, and in 
some manner which Liggett did not understand the 
cop put his hand inside Liggett’s coat and held him 
by the vest high up. He could not move. They let 
Gloria out and the cop still held Li^ett. 

“Wuddle we do with him, Joe?” said the cop. “You 
know him?” 

“I never seen him before. Who are you, anyway?” 

"I can identify myselL” 

“Well, identify yourself,” said the cop. 

"If you let me, I will,” said Liggett 
“Stand in back of him, Joe, just in case.” 

“Oh, I won’t do anything.” 

“Huh, you’re telling me. You picked the wong spot 
to try anything, fellow, didn’t he, Joe?" 

“Just leave him try something, he’ll find out.” 

"I happen to be a very good friend of Pat Casey, if 
you're interested,” said Liggett 

“A friend of Pat Casey’s,” said the cop. “He says 
he’s a friend of Pat Casey’s, Joe.” 

"Wuddia know about that” said Joe. 

1\ffi.ereupon the cop slapped Liggett back and forth 
on the face with the palm and the back of his hand. 
“A Mend ... of Pat . . . Casey. Don’t give me that 
you son of a bitch. 1 don’t care if you’re a friend of 
the Pope of Rome, any ... son ... of a bitch . . , 
tliat tries to . . . skeer me . . . with who he knows. 
Now get outa here. Pat Casey!” 

"Go on. Get out,” said Joe. 

Liggett could hardly see. There were tears in his 
eyes from the cop’s slaps on his nose. “Like hell I 
will,” he said, ready to fight. The cop reached out and 
pushed him hard and quick, and he went down on 
his back. Joe, who had been standing in back of him, 
had knelt down back of his legs and all the con haJ 
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to do was pusli and down he went. He fell outside 
the speakeasy on the stair landing, and the two men 
began kicking him and kicked him until he crawled 
away and went doAvn the stairs.. 

He had no hat, he could hardly, see, his clothes 
were a mess of dirt and phlegmy spit that he had 
picked up on the floor, he was badly shaken by hit- 
ting his coccyx tvhen the cop pushed him, his nose was 
bleeding, his body was full of sharp pains where tliey 
had kicked him. 

. To be deprived of the right to fight back when you 
have nothing left to lose is awful, and that made Lig- 
gett feel weak. They had beaten him in a few min- 
utes worse than he ever had beien beaten before, and 
he knew he could have gone on fighting now till they 
killed him, but they would not give him the chance, 
the bastards. Outside the world was disinterested or 
perhaps even friendly, but there was no fighting out- 
side, It was inside, upstairs, where there was fighting; 
and he wanted to go back and fight those hvo; no rules, 
but kick and pundi and swing and butt and bite. The 
only thing was, he was facing the street now, and it 
was too damn much trouble to turn around, and in- 
side of him he knew he did not have the strength to 
climb the stairs. If he could be transported up the 
stairs and inside he could fight, but the stairs were, too 
mucir. He heard the door upstairs being opened, 

■ then closing as his hat landed at his feet. He reached 
down painfully and picked it up and put it on his 
aching head, and walked out to the street. He stum- 
bled along into a taxi. The driver didn't want him 
to get in, but was afraid to-take a chance on crossing 
him. Then as the driver said: "Where to?’’ Gloria 
opened the door of the cab. 

It’s all right, I know him,” she said. 

^ Okay, iNIiss VVandrous," said the driver. 

^ Ont. Get out. Get outa my tax’ cab,” said Liggett. 

Go to 274 Horatio Street,” Gloria told tire driver. 
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“Okay,” said the driver, and reached back to dose 
the door, which had dicked only once. 

Liggett got up and opened the door, mumbling: 
“I’m not going anytvhere w'ith you.” She tried to stop 
him but not very hard. It wasn’t much use crying and 
the streets were full of people, little people coming 
up from the fur center to pile into the southernmost 
entrance to the Times Square subway station. She 
saw Liggett get into another cab. 

“Will I folly him?” said her driver. 

“Yes, will you please?” she said. 

Her taxi followed his to within a block of his home. 
She stopped and watched him get out, saw the door- 
man at his aptu-tment pay the cab driver. “Go to the 
Horatio Street number,” she said. 

Eddie did not anstver his bell, though she rang for 
five minutes. She left a note for him and went home. 
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Y ou COUUD Still read a newspaper in tlie street when 
Nancy, and Paul Farley arrived at the Liggetts’. 
Nancy was wearing a printed chiffon frock, Farley 
was wearing a dinner jacket with shawl collar, a soft 
shirt, a .cummerbund instead of a waistcoat, and 
pumps. The pumps were old and a little cracked, and 
in his hand he had a gray felt hat that certainly did not 
look new. Emily wondered where she had got the 
idea Farley would be dressed like something out of 
the theater programs. Where? From Weston, of course. 
Where, where tvas Weston? What happened in Phila- 
delphia? 

"Good evening, Mrs. Farley, Mr. Farley. Let's go in 
here, I think it’s cooler.” 

“It is cool, isn’t it?” said Nancy. 

“Bobbie did this building,” said Paul. 

“A friend of outs," Nancy explained. “Robert Scott? 
The architect? Do you know him, by any chance?” 

"No, I don’t believe I do,” said Emily. “AU right, 
Mary. The cocktail things. Mr. Farley, do you mind if 
I pass that job on to you? My husband hasn't ar- 
rived! He went to Philadelphia this morning and I 
expected him home at four, but I could have been 
mistaken. Perhaps he meant the four o'clock train, 
which arrives at six I think. He may have stopced ar 
-the office on - the way uptorvn. It must be inrrcmnm 
because it isn’t a bit like him not to phene.” 

“Well, one. thing, it isn't his health," said rand ‘I 
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mean lack o£ it. When I saw him on Sunday I said to 
Nanc)’ how well he looked.” , 

“Yes, I only got a fleeting glimpse of him but I no- 
ticed too how well he looked," said Nancy. “He al- 
ways gives the impression of strength.” 

“Yes, not like most men tlrat were athletes in col- 
lege,” said Paul. “They usually . . he made a ges- 
ture of big-belly. 

“Oh, he was an athlete?” said Nancy. 

“He was on the Yale crew,” said Emily. “I think he 
keeps well. He played some court tennis this past 
winter.” 

“Oh, really?" said Paul. “That must be a swell game. 
I’ve never played it. I’ve gone back and forth from 
squash to squash rackets and this tvinter I played a 
little handball, but never court tennis.” 

"I never know one from the other,” said Nancy. 

"Neither do I,” said Emily. “Mr. Farley, would you 
like to mix a cocktail? If you have anything in mind. 
There’s gin and French and Italian vermouth, but 
we could just as easily have something else.” 

“I like a Martini and so does Nancy." 

"I think a Martini," said Emily. 

“Tell Mrs. Liggett what you told me about shak- 
ing Martinis," said Nancy. 

"Oh, yes,” said Farley. “You know, like everyone 
else, I suppose, I've been going for years oh the 
theory that a Martini ought to be stirred and not 
shaken?" 

“Yes, that's what I’ve always heard,” said Emily. 

“H^ell, in London last year 1 talked with an Eng- 
lish bartender who told me tliat theory’s all wrong. 
American, he said.” 

"Scornfully,” said Nancy. 

’’Very scornfully,” said Paul. 

“I can imagine very scornfully,” said Emily. 

“Well, we’ve always been taught that if you shake 
a Martini you bruise tlie cocktail. I've always taken a 
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holy delight in not bruising a poor little cocktail un til 
this English barkeep explained the right way, or his 
•way, and I must say it sounds plausible. He told me a 
Martini ought be be shaken very hard, briskly, a ffew 
vigorous shakes up and dmvn, so that the gin and 
vermouth would be cracked into a pro^r fodTfiy mix- 
ture. He said Americans, especially in these dark 
ages-I mean Prohibition, not the depression. We have 
a tendency to drink a cocktail in two gulps, for the 
effect, whereas if you shake the cocktail the various 
ingredients go into solution more completely, and the 
result is a foamy drink— not very noticeably foamy, but 
more foamy than not— and you have a cocktail that 
you can sip, almost like champagne.” 

“Oh, 1 never heard that,” said Emily. “It does sound 
like a plausible theory, as you say.” 

“You see, our cocktails, stirred, are s^Tupy and 
very strong. Two Martinis out of a stirred batch have 
much more effect than tivo shaken ones. Stirred cock- 
tails are little more than straight gin and vermouth. 
So we’ve followed his advice and I must say I think 
he’s right" 

“Let’s do it that ■way, then. I’ll get the other shaker. 
This one has only the stirring kind of top.” 

"Oh, no, not if it means—” 

"Not at all,” said Emily. “I want to try your way.” 
She went to the dining-room and came back with a 
sh^er. 


“I noticed you have new cocktail shakers too,” said 
Nancy. “You know, we have newer cocktail shakers 
and ^ngs like that than a cousin of Paul’s. She was 
married five years ago, and by actual count she was 
given tiventy-tivo cocktail shakers for T;edding pres- 
ents. AH sorts. A.nd those she kept look positively ob- 
solete compared with ours. Our, are all new, within 
the last tivo years.” 

married no one would 
have thought of giving a cocktail shaker.” 
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‘We didn’t get a single one," said Nancy. 

"There,” said Paul. "I hope you like this after all 
my build-up, Mrs. Liggett" 

She tasted her cocktaiL "Oh, yes, by all means. Oh, 
even I can see the difference right atvay." 

"Isn’t it a lot better?" said Nancy. 

"Yes. Weston ivill like it too, I know. His favorite 
drink is whiskey and soda. He’d almost rather not 
drink cocktails for that reason, that they’re too syrupy. 
This ought to be the solution of the cocktail problem 
for him. Speaking of Weston, I tliink we'll wait five 
more minutes and if he hasn’t arrived we’II begin 
without him. He’s usually so punctual about meals, 
and I know he was especially anxious to be on time 
for the Farleys. I hate being late for the theater, so 
we’ll give him five more minutes. I’m so glad you 
hadn’t seen ‘Tomorrow and Tomorrow.’ Herbert 
Marshall has such charm, don't you think so, Mrs. 
Farley?" 

"Just about the most charming man I knotv. Not 
that I know him. I did meet him" 

"I don’t see how he gets around -with that leg of 
his,” said Paul. 

“I can't even tell which one it is, and I watch every 
time,” said Nancy. 

"He lost it in the war, didn’t he?” said Emily. 

“I believe so,” said Nancy. 

"Yes, he dii He was in the British Army,” said 
Paul. 

"Not in the Austrian Army, dear?” said Nancy. , 

Everyone laughed politely. “As a matter of fact he 
was in the Austrian Army," said Paul. "He tvas a 
spy." 

"No, no. That's not getting out of it," said Nancy. 
Besides, that’s not original. Wlro w’as it said tliat 
5rst? You read it in the New Yorker" 

"What was that?” asked Emily. 

Oh, you must have seen it. I think it was in the 
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Talk of the Town column. George S. Kaufman, you 
know, he "^vrote *Once In a Infetime and. a hundred 
other plays.” 

"Yes,” said Emily. 

"Well, he arid some of the Algonquin literati were 
together one night and there was a stranger in their 
midst who kept bragging about his ancestiy, and final- 
ly Kaufman, who is a Jew, spoke up and said: T had 
an ancestor a Crusader.’ The stranger looked askanre 
and Kaufman went on: “Yes, his name was Sir 
Reginald Kaufman. He was a spy.’ ” 

"All right, except , that it was Sir Roderick Kauf- 
man,” said Nancy. 

Emily laughed. In one more minute she would have 
-taken her guests in to dinner, but before the minute 
was up the doorbell rang and then the door was 
opened and Liggett came in, supported by the eleva- 
tor operator and the doorman, who Emily noticed first 
was trying to take off his cap. 

“Oh, God,” said Emily. 

“Good Lord,” said PauL 
Nancy sucked in her breath. 

"What in God’s name happened, darling?” said 
Emily, going to him. 

"I’ll take this arm,” said Paul to the doorman. 
"Please let me walk by myself,” said Liggett, and 
shook off his helpers. "I'm terribly sorry, Mrs. Farley, 
but you’ll have to excuse me tonight” 

"Oh, well, of course,” said Nancy. 

"Can’t I give you a hand, old man?” said PauL 
"No, thanks,” said Liggett "Emily-rvill you-I think 
Mrs. Farley, Mr. Farley.” 

"Let me help you to your room,” said Farley. "I 
think I ought to do this, Mrs. Liggett" 

"I’d rather you didn’t Farley. Thanh just the 
same, but I’d really rather you didn't,” said Liggett 
Emily, before the Farleys." 

Oh, they understand I'm sure," said EmRy. “Mrs. 
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Farley, Mr. Farley, you will , excuse us I know?" 
"Of course," said Farley. "If you want me to do 

anything?” „ 

"No, thank you. I'll manage. I m sorry. 

"Come on, darling,” said Nancy. "Anything at all, 
Mrs. Liggett. Please call us.” 

"Thank you both,” said Emily. 

The Farleys left. Nancy could hardly wait till they 
got inside a taxi where only Paul could see her cry- 
ing. "Oh, what a terrible thing. What an awful sight." 
She put her arms around Paul and wept. "That poor 
unhappy woman. To have that happen to her. Ugh. 
Disgusting beast. No wonder, no wonder she has such 
sad eyes.” 

"Yes, and the son of a bitch was no more in Phila- 
delphia than I was. 1 saw him getting tanked up at tlie 
Yale Club at lunch time. He didn’t see me, but I saw 
him.” He waited. "But it's nothing for you to be upset 
about, darling. They aren't even dose friends of ours." 
‘Til stop," said Nancy. 

“We’ll go to Longchainps." 

"No, let's go where we can drink,” said Nancy. 


lYhen Gloria came home in time for dinner her 
uncle told her he would like to have a talk rvith her 
before dinner, or after dinner, if there wasn’t time be- 
fore dinner. She said they might as well talk now, 
before dinner. 


"Well," he began, “I don’t think you’ve been look- 
ing at all well lately. 1 think you ought to get out of 
Neu' York for a month or nvo. I really do, Gloria.” 

Yes, she had been thinking that^too, but she won- 
dered how often he had had a chance to see her to 
deddf she wasn’t looking well. “I haven't saved any- 
tliinp out of my allowance," she said, "and as for 
tvork— wdl, you know." ’ . ■ 
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"This would be a birthday present. It’s a little early 
for a birthday present, but does it make any difference 
what time of the year it is when you get your pres- 
ent? I’ll send you a penny, postcard tvhen your birth- 
day comes, and.^ remind you that you’ve had your pres- 
ent. That is, providing you want to take a trip.’’ 
"But can you afford it?” 

"Yes, I can afford it. We don’t live on our income 
any more, Baby”-^he often called her that— "we've 
been selling bonds and preferred stocks, your mother 
and I.” 

“Oh. On account of me? Do I cost that much?” 
He laughed. "No-ho-ho. You don’t seem to realize. 
Don’t you know what’s been going on in this country, 
Baby? We’re in the midst of a depression. The w'orst 
depression in history. You know something about the 
stock market situation, don’t you?” 

"I looked up your Bethlehem Steel this morning 
or yesterday. I forget when it was.” 

“Oh, that’s all gone, long since, my Steel. And it tvas 
U. S. Steel, not Bethlehem.” 

"Oh, then I was ■wrong." 

"I’m glad you took an interest. No, what I’ve been 
doing, I’ve t^en getting rid of everything I can and 
do you know what I’ve been doing? Buying gold.” 

"Gold? You mean real gold, the what do they call 
it— bullion?” 

"The real article. Coins, when I can get them, and 
gold barsi and a few gold certificates, but I haven’t 
much faith in them. You know, I don’t like to frighten 
you, but it’s going to be a lot vmrse before it’s any 
better, as the fellow says.” 

“How do you mean?” 

'^Vell, 1 11 tell you. A man I know slightly, he vrzs 
one of the smartest traders in Wall Street. You vrouldn't 
know his name, because I don’t think I ever had oc- 
casion to mention it except perhaps to your mother 

185 



JOHN O’HARA 

and it wouldn’t have intersted you. He was a real 
plunger, that fellow. The stories they told downtotvn 
about this man, they were sensational. A Jew, natural- 
ly. Why, say, that fellow couldn’t lose. And, he was 
shrewd, the way all Jews are. Well, as I say, he's al- 
ways been a pretty smart trader. They say he was the 
only one that called the turn in 1929. He got out of 
the market in August 1929, at the peak. Eve^body 
told him, why, you’re crazy, they all said. Passing up 
millions. Millions, they told him. Sure, he said. Well, 
I’m willing to pass them up and keep what I have, he 
told them, and of course they all laughed when he told 
them he was going to retire and sit back and tvatch the 
ticker from a caf6 in Paris. Retire and only thirty- 
eight years of age? Huh. They never heard such talk, 
the tvisenheimers downtown. Him retire? No. It was 
in his blood, they said. He’d be back. He’d go to 
France and make a little whoopee, but he’d be back 
and in the market just as deeply as . ever. But he 
fooled them. He went to France, all right, and I sup- 
pose he made whoopee because I happen to know he 
has quite a reputation that way. And they were right 
saying he’d be back, but not tlte way they thought. 
He came back 6rst week in November, two years ago, 
right after the crash. Know what he did? He bought 
a Rolls-Royce Phantom that originally cost over 
eighteen thousand dollars, he bought that for a thou- 
sand-dollar bill. He bought a big place out on Long 
Island. I don’t know exactly what be paid for it, but 
one fellow told me he got it for not a cent more than 
the owner paid for one of those big indoor tennis 
courts they have out there. For that he got the whole 
estate, the land, the house proper, stables, garages, 
everything. Yacht landing. Oh, almost forgot. A hun- 
dred and eighty-foot yacht for eighteen thousand dol- 
lars. That figure 1 do know because 1 remember hear- 
ing he said a hundred dollars a foot was enough for 
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any yacht And mind you, the estate t\'as wth all the 
furniture. And all because he got out in time and 
had the cash. Everything he had rvas cash. Wouldn’t 
lend a cent Not one red cent for any kind of interest 
Not even a hundred per cent interest Just rvasn ’t in- 
terested, he said. Buy, yes. He bought cars, houses, big 
estates, yachts, paintings worth their weight in ra- 
dium, practically. But lend money? no. He said it tvas 
his -way of getting even -with the -tvisenheimers that 
laughed at him the summer before when- he said he 
was going to redre.” 

"Uncle, did you say you knew this man?” said 
Gloria- 

"Oh, yes. Used to see him around, I kneiv him to say 
hello to.” 

■T\’here is he now? I mean what ever became of 
him?” 

"Ah, that’s what I vras going to tell you," said Van- 
damm. "I was inquiring about him, -whatever be- 
came of him, about a month or two ago. and fellow 
I see every once in a while, a professional bridge player 
now, I mean makes his living that "wzy, but he used 
to be a customer's man. 1 ran into him a short time 
ago at the New York A. C. and -we had a glass of 
beer together, just friendly because he knows I don’t 
go in for playing bridge for high stakes. We got to talk- 
ing and in the course of the conversation Jack Wiston’s 
name— that was his name. Jack Wiston, if you want to 
know his name. His name came up and I asked this 
friend of mine Avhat ever became of Jack? 'Didn’t you 
hear?’ my friend said. Very surprised. He thought 
everybody kne-^v about Wiston. Seems Wiston had the 
yacht reconditioned and started out on a tnp around 
the world. I understand he had a couple of Follies 
girls -^vith bim and one or two friends. ’^tTien they got 
to one of the South Sea Islands, Wiston said that was p 
far as he was going, and sent everybody on home in 
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the yacht. Bought himself a big copra plantation—” 

"I’ve always wanted to ask that, what’s a copra 
plantation?” 

“Uh, copra? It’s what they get cocoanut oil from. 
So-” 

"I’ve often wondered when I read stories in the 
Cosmopolitan—' 

"Well, that’s what Wiston must have done too, be- 
cause it was one ol those Dutcli islands. The story that 
got back was that Wiston didn’t believe in big nations 
any more. Large countries, doomed to failure, he said. 
The trend was the other way. There wasn’t a single 
major power in the world that wasn't in sorry straits, 
but take any little country like Holland or Belgium 
and Denmark, they were weathering the depression 
better than any large country, irregardless of which 
one it was. The way I heard, he said he was. thirty- 
eight, thirty-nine then, years of age, he had his good 
health and a reasonable expectation of at least twenty 
more years of an active life, and he didn’t want to be 
beaten to death or shot next year, 19S2.” 

“What?” 

“That’s his theory. Next year, according to Wiston, 
is a presidential year, and we’re going to have a revolu- 
tion.” 

"Oh, hooey." 

"Well, I don’t know. A lot of fellows are taking that 
seriously. A lot of people think there’s going to be a 
change. Looks like A1 Smith might get in or Owen D. 
Young. Some Democrat. But will things be any better? 
I doubt it. Hoover must have something up his sleeve 
or things would be a lot worse than they are right 
now.” 

"But you said a revolution. What kind of a revolu- 
■ tion? You mean radicals? I know they talk all the 
time, but I’d rather have Hoover— well, not Hoover, 
but I wouldn’t want to. be governed bysome-of those 
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people. I’ve met some of them on parties and they’re 
awful.” 

“Yes, but what about the farmers? 'They’re dissatis- 
fied. What about in Pittsburgh, all those big factories 
closed down? I don’t know -where it’s all going to end 
up. All I can do is do the best I can for you and 
your mother, so every chance I get I’m turning every- 
thing into gold.” 

"You’re not a chemist. You're an alchemist,” said 
Gloria. 

“Ah ha ha ha ha. Very good. Quite a sense of hiunor, 
Baby.” 

“Dinner, you two,” said Gloria's mother. 

“I’m ready,” said Vandamm. He whispered to 
Gloria: “I’ll talk to you later about the vacation.” 


Liggett’s story to Emily that night -^vas that he and 
his friend Casey had gone the rounds of Hell’s 
Kitchen speakeasies, trying to do their o^vn detective 
work. An old enemy of Casey’s turned up, Liggett 
said, and there tvas a free for all. 

'The next day he told her the truth, keeping back 

only the name of the girl. 

He awoke that day stiff wth pain and with an 
early realization that there was something ahead that 
he had to face. It was totally unlike the feeling he 
had in the war, when he would know each night that 
the next morning there would be a bombardm^ 
and the danger of an attack: it was less unlike t_e 
nervous fear in the days when he first beg^an to — 
in college; the race day would be long until t^ -cae 
started in the late afternoon, and full of thfr^ " 
worry about, but then the boring alunmi 
feelers and door-openers would start camiz^ 
noon and by starting time the race was 
ant escape. No, this w-is more like th- j- 
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gonorrhea and had to force himself to the doctor’s of- 
fice, horribly in i^orance of what the treatment was 
going to be. He had known men ^vith it, of course, but 
he was sure his was a special case and he could not talk 
to anyone about it. This morning rvas, like that and 
like a time when he stayed away from the dentist for 
two and a half years. It was the knowledge that the 
unpleasant thing ahead was something that he him- 
self had to force himself to do, that it was iii his own 
hands, no one else could make him do it. 

He thought he was awake very early and long be- 
fore Emily, but when he groaned a little in a way that 
was like a sigh, she was standing at his bed before his 
eyes were fully open. She had been sleeping in a 
chaise-longue which she had moved into his room. 
His first angry thought was that she had done that to 
ry to catch what he might say in his sleep, but her 
larmer and her words changed this: "VVThat is it, 
arling?" 

He looked up at her, taking a good look at her for. 
change. 

“Go on back to sleep, darling. It’s ten minutes of she. 
)r shall I get you something? A bedpan?" 

"No. I don't want anything.” 

"Does it hurt? Is it painful where they hit you?” 
"Who hit me?” 

“The men, the friends of Casey’s that beat you up. , 
>h, you poor dear. You haven't tried to move. You 
on’t know yet that you’re hurt. Well, don’t try to 
love. You’ve been badly beaten up, darling. Do you 
ant me to get in bed with you? I’lTkeep you warm 
ad I won’t bump you. You don’t want me to dose 
le window, do you? Get some more sleep if you can.” 
"I think I will,” he said. Then: “What about 

)U?” 

Oh, don't worry about me. It’s almost my regular 
me to be up anyway. The girls will be.aw’ake in an- • 
her half or three quarters of an hour.” 
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‘T don’t want to see them.” 

“I know. I won't let them come in. You go on back 
to sleep. I’ll connect the buzzer.” She referred to tlie 
line which ran from the button beside his bed to the 
kitchen, a line which had not been used since it was 
installed. 

She had made the offer to get in bed wth him and 
followed it up quickly rvith more talk because it 
meant something to her, and he had not taken up the 
offer immediately. She would not ask him again. What- 
ever he wanted she would do, and he did not want 
her to lie beside him. 

She went to her otvn room. It was too early for the 
mail, too early for the Times and the Tribune. There 
was something tvrong about reading a book so early 
in the day, like ice cream for breakfast She thought 
she might have a bath, but it was too early for 
that too; that is, there was so much power behind the 
tvide-mouthed faucet in her tub that it tvould be in- 
considerate of the girls’ sleep to run a tub notv. It 
had been a source of unexpressed complaint; Emily 
meant to have something done about it, but it was 
one of those things that made her accuse herself of 
being a far from perfect housewife; one of the things 
she did not do because it was good enough, in satis- 
factory working condition, and only once in a while 
she would be reminded that there tvas room for im- 
provement. Thinking of the girls she went to their 
room. 

Barbara was actively at sleep, lying on her right side 
tvith her left arm almost straight up on the pillow. 
Compared with Ruth she was lying in a twisted posi- 
tion. Ruth was lying on her back with her mouth open 
just a little and her arras stretched out, at first re- 
minding Emily of the Crucifixion, but then almost 
immediately of a Red Cross poster. Ruth was tire 
daughter she would watch and be proud of; Barbara 
would be the one she would guard and protect and 
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make sacrifices for if they became necessary. But it 
was Ruth who interested her now, because Ruth was 
closer to Weston, and it was Weston who was all on 
Emily’s mind at present. 

She might be dead, might Ruth, l^dng there so still, 
so quietly asleep with one leg bent a little but not 
enough to take away from the illusion of death which 
—knowing it to be an illusion— Emily created for the 
moment. 

Ruth opened her eyes without moving any other 
part of her body, rvithout moving so much as a muscle. 
She had that close but superior look of one who comes 
awake completely and effortlessly. “Mummy,” she said. 

“Shh,” 

“Is it time for school?" 

“No.” Emily whispered. 

"Good.” Ruth smiled and closed her eyes again, 
then opened them again to say: “Why are you up so 
early?” _ ■ 

“I don’t want you to make any noise. Daddy isn’t 
feeling well and ^ve mustn’t make any noise.” 

“IVhat’s the matter wth Daddy?” 

“He was beaten up in a fight last night.” Emily did 
not know what she was saying until she had said it. 
It had not occurred to her to lie to this child of hers. 
The words were out, and Emily looked for a reason 
for the faankness. She could find none. 

“Oh.” Ruth said it and said it'again: "Oh.” 

Emily could see what was going on in her mind, 
could tell it from the two ohs. The first w^ pain and 
the quick sympathy that you would expect from Ruth. 
The second was wanting to ask how, where, when, 
by whom, how badly— and a firm control- of her tongue. 

“He wasn’t badly hurt,” said Emiily, “but they hurt 
him. When Barbara wakes up don’t say anything 
about it to her, dear.” 

“She’ll be noisy, though. You know how she always 
is.” 
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“Tell her Daddy has a headache and not to make 
any noise.” 

“Is there anything I can do? I don’t want to go back 
to sleep now.” 

“The best th in g is to keep quiet, not to make a 
sound that will disturb Daddy." 

“How did they hurt him?” 

“In the ribs mostly, and punched him in the face. 
Don’t worry about him, Ruthie. Try to sleep again." 

She smoothed her daughter’s hair, as though Ruth 
had a fever, and ended with a fe^v little pats on the 
forehead. She went to the kitchen and started the cof- 
fee percolator. She sat do^vn and waited, staring 
straight ahead and thinking about Ruth wth her 
lovely intelligent innocent eyes, and her sing-song 
voice when she said: “What’s the matter with Daddy?” 
All the innocent things about her eyes and her face 
and her ruffled hair and her voice— then she thought 
of the form outlined under the bed-clothes. At this 
minute, probably in New Haven or in Cambridge, 
some young man who would one day . . . No, it would 
be all right It would be love wth Ruth, one love. 
Barbara was the one to worry about, with one love 
after another, and many pains and the need for ivatch- 
ing. Emily thought she knew for the first time why 
she thought oftener of Ruth. The reason was that 
Ruth and she understood each other; Ruth under- 
stood about Barbara, and she understood about her- 
self. That was good— but it was too neat. No; if Ruth 
understood so much then she must be unhappy about 
something else. What? She went back to the thoughts of 
Ruth’s little-woman’s body. It was all there, ready to 
move in on life; tixe hreasts were small, but they were 
there; the hips were not large, but they were there; 
and part of the intelligence, or part of the informa- 
tion behind the intelligent look of the eyes was the 
knowledge Emil y had imparted to Ruth nearly two 
years ago, Ruth knew the mechanics of the /emale, 
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as much as could be told in words. No, no. The look 
of those eyes, it wasn't an intelligent look; it was just 
that they were intelligent eyes. There %vas a difference. 
But Emily made up her mind that she would watch 
Ruth with boys, becatise of love. 

She poured the coffee and took a cup in to Wes- 
ton’s room. “1 brought you some coffee,” she said. 

What she did not know was that he had meanwhile 
manufactureil the antagonism that was necessary be- 
fore he could tell her the truth. Also he wanted to 
tell her because he felt that if he told ' her the truth 
as it was up to this minute, he would not be. so much 
to blame if something else was going to happen— 
and he was not by any means sure that nothing else 
was going to happen. He had to see Gloria again, he 
knew that, and he knew that even though he didn't 
want Gloria now, the next thing he would want would 
be Gloria. 

"Will you get me a cigarette out of my coat pocket, 
please?” he said. “Thanks. Emily, I want to tell you 
something. That’s pr<»bably the last favor I’ll ask you 
to do for me, and when 1 tell you what I’m going to 
tell you you won’t want to do any more." 

"Do you have to tell me now?” 

"Right now. 1 won’t go tltrough the day wanting 
to tell you. I’ll go crazy if I do.’’ 

"Well, in that case.” 

"You sound almost as though you knew what it was 
I want to tell you.” 

"I can guess. It's about a woman.” ' .■ 

'Tes.” 

'Well, then I don’t want to hear it now. I know 
you ve been unfaithful. You’ve stayed with another 
W'oman. I don’t want to hear the rest of it at this hour 
of the morning.” 

Well, you’ll have to hear it. If you don’t mind, 
please, I want to tell you now." 

“Why?” 
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“Emily, for Christ’s sake.” 

“All right." 

“I want to tell you the truth about this because it’s 
a very special thing. Can you look at it this way? Can 
you, uh, think of me as someone you know that has 
nothing to do tvith you, not married to you, but 
someone you know? Please try to. Well, this man, me, 
last Saturday night . . .’’ 

From the time he reached the point where he told 
about bringing Gloria to this apartment Emily did 
not try to follow his words. He told the" story in 
chronological order up to that point, and she got a 
kind of excitement out of listening and wondering 
how he would reach what was for her the climax of 
the story; the awful climax, but the climax. She knew 
what was coming, but she never expected to hear the 
words: "So I brought her here.” The words were not 
separate; they were part of a sentence: ". . . got in a 
taxi and I didn’t have any baggage so I brought her 
here and we had a few drinks and . . .’’ But the last 
words that she paid attention to were: “So I brought 
her here.” Mter that he went on and on. She knetv his 
throat was ilry because his voice broke a little but she 
did not olfer to get him a glass of water. Every once 
in a while he would ask if she was listening and she 
would nod and he would say she didn’t seem to be, 
and then continue. She had been sitting on the bed 
when he began. Once she changed her position so that 
she sat in a chair beside the head of the bed and she 
would not has^e to look at him. “Go on,” she would 
say. Let him talk himself out. She didn't care how 
long he talked. She was back from Reno, back in 
Boston, it was 1932, the girls were at Winsor -School, 
she was avoiding her father and his well-meaning 
solicitousness. Mrs. Winchester Liggett. Mrs. Emily W. 
Liggett. 

'iVhat did people generally do with fumitureTJvJ^at 
did they do tor immediate cash? Wasr’' 
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tiling that it %vas so near the dose of the school year? 
Wasn't it a good thing New. York meant living in :m 
apartment? How awful if it had been in a house, 
a real home? Ah, but if it hadn’t been anywhere else 
he wouldn’t have brought that girl here, to an apart- 
ment. No, it wasn’t so good that New York meant liv- 
ing in an apartment. That was only a consoling 
thought and not a matter for congratulation. Let him 
talk. 

" tried to siving at him, the policeman, but . . 

Who cared? Now he was describing the fight. Why 
hadn’t he been killed? He looked so foolish and unre- 
lated to her, with his bandages and bruises. She knew 
he wasn’t asking for sympathy, but she couldn’t help 
denying it to him. What he had asked in the beginning 
and ■what she thought would be so hard— to think of 
him as someone she knew who had nothing to do with 
her, not married to her, but someone she. knew— that 
was what she felt. Telling the end of the story, or 
the second half of it, or the latter two thirds, or what- 
ever it was that remained after "So I brought her 
here," he -was like someone who had nothing to do 
■with her, someone not married to her, someone she 
knew and did not even like, did not even hate. Here 
was a man whom she could not escape, who was tell- 
ing a long and pretty dull story about an amour and 
how he came to be beaten up. Come to think of it, she 
once knew a man like that, a man who got you in a 
comer and told you long dull stories about, his love 
life, what a boy he was with the ladies, and how he 
got into fights. The man’s name was Weston Liggett. 

"Oh, no,’’ she said, 

"What?” he said. 

The fool thought she was protesting at something 
he had said, when she only meant to pull herself to- 
gether. "Oh, no. I mustn’t think hysterically," was 
what she meant to say, but, the Oh-no part had come 
out in spoken words. 
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"Well, and that’s all,” he said. "I wanted to tell you 
because I didn’t— 1 couldn’t stand lying here and let- 
ting you wait on me— what are you, what on earth are 
you laughing at?” 

"You can’t stand lying here. I just thought it was 
obvious that you can’t stand and lie down at the same 

time.” 

"Oh, it’s funny.” 

"No, not funny,” she said, "but I don’t know what 
vou expect me to do. I won’t congratulate you.” 

^ “Well, at least I’ve been honest with you. Now you 
can do as you please.” 

“What do you suppose I please?” 

“How should I know. I’ll give you a divorce. I mean, 
if you want a divorce in New York I’ll give you 

have. But I don’t want to talk about that 

■ °°^You haven’t one word of understanding. Not a sin- 
gle instinct of understanding.” 

"Oh, now really.” • ' , j 

‘Yes now really. You didn’t even try to understand. 
The only thing that interested you that I was 
nrfaidiJi. You didn’t cate about anything else. 

•Tm not going to guanel with you I m not going 
,0 iryou turn L into • litOe spat. I don , want to 

‘got to taib a^n. "es you“! 

;rd‘rt;::&w»’thaveto.vouhei.^^^ 

the story I made up. didn’t believe the story 

"I beg but not when I thought it 

you made up. I did at 

oven I ''^.gllyou what I’m going to do, 

don’t teU me I ve got to ) -phere aren’t any 
or that I have to . ^^,,ajjd-^'’'~^‘;Oncerned.”_ 
more have-to’s as fa 
"We’U see.” 
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“All right, we'H see.” ■ ' ' . 

“Emily," he said. 

She walked out. 

He dressed and had breakfast after the girls had 
gone to school. He knocked on Emily’s door and 
she called: “Yes?” 

• "May I see you a minute, please?" 

“What about?" 

“I’m leaving." 

She opened the door. 

“You can stay." 

"Thanks, but I’m not going to, 1 just want to tell 
you, first of all, I'm going to a hotel. I’ll let you know 
which one when I’ve decided. Probably the Biltmore. 
In the second place. I’ll deposit some money for you 
some time today, five hundred now, and as much more 
than that as I can, later in the week. I’m going be- 
cause I don’t want you to take the girls out. to the 
country at least for the time being.” 

“Why not?” 

"Because they’re looking for that Two-Gun Crowley, 
the fellow that murdered a policeman. He’s some- 
where on Long Island and there’s a big reward out 
for him. Long Island will be full of crazy people with 
■guns and policemen wanting to shoot this Crowley 
and it won't be safe. Now please take my advice on 
this. Stay here till they’ve captured iiim or at least 
till the excitement blows over.” 

“What else?” 

• “That’s all, I guess. If you want a lawyer, Harry 
Draper’s good. He isn't a divorce larvyer, but if you 
were planning to go to Reno, for instance, you won’t 
need a divorce lawyer here. The New York lawyer 
will have a correspondent in Reno. That’s the way 
they always do it, unless the divorce is contested, 
then sometimes they—” 

you don’t mind I’d rather not go into details 
now.' She shut the door quickly, because she sudden- 
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ly knew by his face that he wanted her, and much as 
she loathed him, this would be one of the times 
when he could have her. That was disgusting. 

He knew some of that, too. 




7 


n "” HAT same day, Wednesday, a coincidence oc- 
curred: - Gloria decided she didn’t want to see 
Eddie for a couple of days, and Eddie decided he 
didn’t want to see Gloria for a couple of days. 

Gloria went shopping with her mother, purchasing 
a beach hat tvith a flowered line band, for $8.50; a 
suit of beach pajamas with horizontal striped top 
to the trousers, which cost her mother $29.50. She 
bought a. surf suit that tied at both shoulders for 
$10.95. A one-piece boudette frock cost $29.50 and a 
stitched wool hat tvith a feather cost $3.95. Also a 
linen suit, navy jacket and white skirt, for the in- 
credible price of $7.95, a woolen sports coat for 
$29.50, a tricot turban ivith a halo twist was $12.50, 
and two pique tennis dresses (with crocheted belt) 
for $10.75 apiece. Her unde had given her mother 
$150 to spend and the purchases were practically on 
the dot of that sum. Gloria made the purchases with 
practically no interference from her mother and she 
felt good and went home for the express purpose of 
sending Norma Day’s suit to the dry deaners’. 

She %vas mapping the suit in newspaper but she 
could not resist reading the paper. It was Monday’s 
Mirror, and she was surprised to discover that she had 
missed reading Walter Winchell’s colmnn. She 
skimmed through it for a possible mention of her 
name (you never could tell) and then she read more 
carefully, learning that Barbara Hutton was being sent 
to Europe to forget Phil Plant, that the Connie Ben- 
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tobacco and laid in a supply of cigarette papers. Thus 
he almost always had something to smoke. • 

It was a furnished apartment, and probably had a 
history, but the only part of its history that interested 
Eddie was that it had come do-vsm in price from |65 
to . §50 a month. Something undoubtedly had taken 
place in the apartment to account for the lowering of 
the rental. As Eddie well know, the depression did 
not result in decreases in rents of apartments that 
took in §100 a month or less. One-room and nvo-room 
apartments cost just as much as they always had, and 
renting agents could even be a little choosy, for people 
who formerly had paid §200 and more now were leas- 
ing the cheaper apartments, and paying their rent 
So there must have been a reason why this apartment 
could be held for fairly regular payments of §50 a 
month. It must not be inferred that Eddie never liad 
any interest at all in the processes that brought about 
the reduction. At first he wondered about it a little; 
the furniture was not the kind that is bought for a, 
furnished apartment and the hell mth it. No, this 
.. was hand-picked stuff, obviously left there by a pre- 
vious tenant. Eddie thought it possible that the pre- 
vious tenant had been slain, perhaps decapitated rvith 
a razor. He resolved some day to suggest as a mag- 
- azine article the idea of going around to various 
apartments in New York where famous crimes had 
occurred. The apartment where Elwell,. the bridge 
player, was killed; the Dot King apartment; the room 
in the Park Central where Arnold Rothstein was 
killed. Find out who lived in the apartment now, 
whether the present occupant knew Elwell, for in- 
stance, had lived there; what kind of person would 
live in an apartment where there had been a murder; 
how it affected the present tenant's sleep; whether any 
concession was made in the rent; whether the real 
estate people told the prospective tenant that the 
apartment had a past. It was one of the ideas that 
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know how to write, but would have passed on to a 
tvriter friend if he had had any. 

It was hard to tell ^vhether this apartment had been 
a man's or a woman’s. The distinguishing small things 
had been taken away. There was a bed that could 
disguised in the daytime with a large solid red cover; 
a cheap (it was all cheap) modem armchair; a small 
fireplace that did not look too practical; a folding 
bridge table; three modem lamps; a straight-back 
chair like a “5" with the horizontal bar cut off. Over 
the fireplace was a colored map of New York with 
cute legends, and there was a map of Paris, apparently 
executed by the same cartographer, on the inside 
of the bathroom door. The pictures that remained 
were an amateur’s replica of a Georgia O’Keeffe 
orchid, and a Modigliani print. There were a few 
ash trays from Brass Town via Woolworth. 

Whenever he shaved Eddie would hum "I Got 
Rhythm." The reason for this was that he once had 
used the words in a sentence: “I had crabs but I got 
rhythm.” He had first thought it up in the bathroom, 
while shaving, and he tvould always recall it, at least 
until something else took its place. Eddie never told 
anyone he could use the title in a sentence; it was 
not his kind of humor. Some day he would hear some- 
one else say it and then he tvould stop thinking of it. 
That, exactly that, often happened to Eddie. He 
would make up puns, keep them to himself, and then 
he would hear them from someone else and tliey would 
cease to be his property. It made him wonder; he 
thought it tvas indicative of a great lack in himself; 
not that he cared about the puns, but it was just as 
tme of his otvn Avork, his draAving. Once he had an 
idea that he turned into something; the draAvings he 
did in college. But he also had thought and Avorked 
out a technique that Avas very much like that of James 
Thurber. In his case he kneAV it to be reminiscent of 

205 



JOHN O’HARA , , 

the technique employed in a 1917 booh called Derc 
by Ed Streeter, drawings by Bill Breck, but still 
he had done nothing with his idea, and then along 
came Thurber with his idea, and look what he did; 
everybody knew who Thurber was— and the people 
who knew who Brunner was were making a pretty 
good job of forgetting it. 

All these things ran through Eddie's mind, which 
was like blood running tlirough Siamese ttvins; there 
was a whole other half of his mind. 

Then he began to consider the other half of his 
mind, and gave himself up a little to die pleasure of 
the day, the first pleasure of its kind since he had 
come to New York. For this day, not two hours before 
he had come here to this apartment and lit this pipe 
and looked at this furniture and wondered about this 
lack in himself— two hours ago he had been promised 
work, and given a half promise of a job. “I wonh say 
yes and I won't say no," the man had said. "All I'll 
tell you positively now is we can use your draivings." 

The work was for a movie company, in the adver- 
tising department, the art room of the advertising 
department. Etldie had gone there for a job several 
times two years ago, because he knew there was a 
Stanford man, a couple of classes ahead of him, work- 
ing in the department. But the Stanford man at that 
time had been terrified at the idea of being responsi- 
ble for increasing the company’s payroll by another 
salary. He knew that the officials of the company 
were worried about their own nepotism and the cous- 
ins of cousins were being laid off. And so Eddie had, 
said well, he would leave a few draivings just in case, 
ind never heard anymore. 

1 hen this morning he had gone to that office for 
:he first time in nearly two years. He has asked for his 
ilil friend and had been told that the friend was in . 
doJlywood. Then could he see someone in the de- 
jartraent? Ves, he could see the man in charge of du 
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art room. The man in charge of the art room listened 
with a mystifying respect to Eddie’s account of his 
experience of two years ago. The man said: "Oh, I 
see. You were a personal friend of Mr. De Paolo’s?” 

“Yes, I knew him in college. That’s what I was 
saying.” 

“Have you heard from him lately?” 

“Well, no, not lately. I understand he’s in Holly- 
wood,” said Eddie. 

"Yes, but we expect him back in a day or two. 
Thursday or Friday.” 

"Well, then I'll come in and see him then. Will you 
tell him Eddie Brunner was in? Tell him 1 have some 
ideas for him.” 

“For Benny the Beetle?” the man said. 

"No.” 

“He needs some for Benny.” 

“No, these are just some of my otvn drawings I . 
thought he could use.” 

“Oh, do you draw?” 

“Yes.” 

“Mm,” said the man, and put on his thinking look. 
“Just a minute, Mr. Brunner.” The man left the odice 
and was gone five minutes. He came back with a batch 
of rough advertising lay-outs. “Could you do some- 
thing with these?” 

“Jesus, yes. That’s just my stuff,” said Eddie. The 
layouts were for a campaign advertising a college 
picture. “Do you want me to try?” 

"Sure do. I think these are lousy, and the boys in 
the department just don’t seem to get the right angle. 
No yoomer. They can draw tits till I want to chew 
the paper, but these girls are not supposed to have 
tliat kind of tits, you know what 1 mean. IVhat I want 
is more on the order of John Held Jr. You know. 
Comedy girls. I want them female, but I don’t want to 
stress the sex angle.” He smiled and shook his head. 
“We did a campaign, God damn, boy, we had every- 
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tiling but tlie old tiling in every paper in tomi. The 
picture was a terrible turkey, 'Strange Virgin, but 
they almost held it over tlie second week it did such 
business, anti every other company in town tvas belly- 
ching to tlie Hays office about our ads, so we got the 
rcdit for whatever business tlie picture did. Maybe 
au saw the campaign?” 

"I sure did." 

"The one where site’s lying with her legs out . like 
tiis, and the guyl I did that one myself. We even had 
;juawks from Andre J.acinto on tliat. He ha'ppened 
0 be in town making personal appearances when the 
ds came out and oh, lie called up and he blciv the 
touse down, he was that sore. ‘Listen,’ he said, ‘niay- 
le I am like that and maybe I am hot, but you got no 
Jod damn license to put somclliing in tlie ads tliat 
lin’t in the picture.’ That gave me a laugh, be- 
:ausc when you take into consideration what Uiat ad 
ooked like he w.as doing, it’ll take a long time before 
hey put tliat in any picture they make inHollywood. 
Vlaybe over West Forty-six Street, tliat kind of a pic- 
nrc. But for the time being. Well, anyivay, that was 
ome campaign. The other companies squawked to 
he Hays office, but I don’t mind telling you I got 
nyself two very nice offers from tlie companies that 
quawked the loudest. But with sucli a college pic* 
lire we require an altogether different technique. 
I’ou know? Dames, but cute, and comedy. Stress tlie 
:omcdy angle. I tell you what I'll do, Mr. Brunner. 
'11 take the responsibility on my own head. You go on 
n and sit down and just give me all you got on a 
ouple roughs like what I have in mind, and if I like 
hem I’ll give you twenty-fy dollars top price for all 
i^e use, then if I like tlicm maybe we can come to 
ome kind of an arrangement about more work in tlie 
uture." 

Eddie did some drawings and the man said the) 
i?ere sensational. He’d take one anyivay. Mr. De Paolc 
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would be proud, he said. He made out a voucher for 
$25 and told Eddie to come back next Friday. “Oh, of 
course if you were going to see Mr. De Paolo maybe 
I’ll see you before that.’’ There was just a chance that 
there might possibly be a regular job there for Eddie. 

Before he left the place Eddie of course had found 
out that his old friend De Paolo had struck it rich; 
he was in chaise of the work on Benny the Beetle, 
the company's own plagiarism of Mickey. Mouse. . . . 

On twenty-five a week Eddie figured he could even 
go to a movie now and then and get a load of Benny 
the Beetle. It was too much to hope for a steady job 
in an art department, where they certainly would pay 
more than twenty-five a tveek, but if the friendship 
with De Paolo had got him this far, no telling how 
far he would get when Polly— De Paolo— came to totvn, 
always providing Polly hadn’t gone high-hat and 
wouldn’t pass him up. But he didn’t think Polly 
would go high-hat. High-powered, maybe, but not 
high-hat. 

And so Eddie breathed in streams of tobacco smoke, 
tobacco that he had dug out of the luxurious bottom 
of tlie can, where it was still faintly moist and had a 
flavor. He had §23 and some change, he didn’t know 
how much, in his kick right now. Five dollars for 
canned goods would leave §18 plus, and would assure 
him of food for at least a week. Take Norma to a 
shotv, tickets at Joe Leblang’s- Explain the situation 
to Norma, whom he had permitted to pay his rent on 
a loan basis, in return for which he put up her kid 
brother, a junior at the University of Pennsylvania, 
who came to toivn every other week-end to see a girl 
friend of Norma's. Norma had her own money, left 
her by a grandmother, and she also had a job as secre- 
tary to an assistant professor at N. Y. U. She and her 
brother were orphans and her brother had his own 
money too, but in trust until he was twenty-one years 
old. 
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What about Norma, anytvay? Edclie now .asked 
himself. He had the feeling tiiat his troubles were 
over, temporarily, and he wondered if it wouldn’t be 
a gc^ idea to marry Norma. He thought back over 
the years, and it might as well have been Norma all, 
along. His succession of girls always had been about 
die same general type; smallish, usually with breasts 
rather large for the girl’s height; sometimes the girl 
would be chunky. They had to have a feeling for 
jazz that was as good as you can expect in a girl. They 
had to be cute rather than blas6, a little on the slangy 
side, and come to think of it, all of them including 
Norma had to go to bed for one day out of every 
twenty-eight. They were all fundamentally the same, 
and probably they were all fundamentally Norma. 

About love Eddie was not so sure. The thing that 
he supposed existed, that kept together a man and 
woman all their lives and made them bring up chil- 
dren and have a home and that kept them faithful to 
each other unquesdoningly and apparently without 
temptation— he had not seen that in his own home 
and so he was not personally acquainted with it. He 
was not sure that he ever had seen it, either. Heknerv, 
for instance, that he saw the parents of his friends in 
a way that was totally unlike the way his friends saw 
them. .\II through his adolescence he practically took 
for granted that Mr. Latham and Mr. O’Neill and Mr. 
Dominick and Mr. Girardot, fathers of his closest 
friends of that period, were unfaithful to Mrs. 
Latham and Mrs. O’Neill and Mrs. Dominick and 
Mrs. Girardot. He never spoke of it, because his 
friends never did, but if they had he was sure he 
would have come right out and said what he thought. 
He had it thought out beyond that: he believed that 
those fathers were human, and subject to desire, a 
thing which did not have to be for^veh except in the 
case of his own father. His own father- had inad- 
vertently taught him to accept infidelitv-in all other 
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fathers but himself. On the other hand Eddie liked 
absolute faithfulness in a rvife, not so much because 
his own mother practiced it, but because as a result 
of her practicing it she became finally a much better 
person in his eyes than his father. The years of being 
constant were a lot like years of careful saving, com- 
pared with years of being a spendthrift It was just 
that it was easier to be a spendthrift than to save. 
Of course sometimes -you saved for nothing better 
than a bank crash, but even though you lost everything 
that was in the bank, you still had something around 
the eyes, something in the chin, that showed you 
had been a saver. Sometimes he would say to himself: 
"Yes, but your mother was pretty stupii” All right, 
what if she was? She had kept her promise, which was 
more than his father had done. Eddie had no liking 
for the fellows in college who thought it would be 
swell to have a father who was more like an older 
brother. If his father had been an older brother Eddie 
would have been likely to give him a punch in the 
nose. Not that he idealized any other father he knew, 
but because he never met a father whom he jegarded 
as the ideal did not mean that none such existed. 
Psychology and the lines of thought it indicated mild- 
ly fascinated Eddie, and he approved some of it; but 
he was not willing to ascribe, say, fidelity to a weak- 
ness or a dishonesty. Maybe it all did come down to 
the value, of a promise. You gave your word that you 
would pay back some money, you gave your word 
that you would not sleep with another woman; in 
either case it was a promise, and if you couldn't de- 
pend on a promise then nothing was any good. 

He was always telling himself that when he got 
older and knew more he would take up the subject of 
promises. But he hoped the day never would come 
when he did not believe a promise— just a promise, 
and not all the surrounding stuff about Gentlemen and 
Honor— was a good and civilized thing. 
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He was lying on his bed, thinking these things, au< 
he suddenly felt disgust with himself. For only yester 
day he had come within inches of laying Gloria, anc 
months ago he had promised Nonna that he woult 
not stay with anyone else. Ail his self-satisfied intro 
spection went away and he could not find anythinj 
anywhere in his thoughts that would justify what hi 
had ail but done. It was not his fault that it had no 
been done. There it was, the first time his promisi 
to Norma had been put to a test, and right away 
without even thinking about it, he was ready fo; 
Gloria, very God damn ready; and it was worse be 
cause he had come so close without thinking about it 
It was possible that if he had thought it out h« 
would have found a reason, if no other reason that 
that he would stay with Gloria and stop staying tviti 
Noma. Then next he was thinking the thing he al 
ways thought when he was getting out of one romanc« 
and beginning another: the self-reproach that he tva: 
no better than his father; that he tvas his father’s 
son. Maybe the psychoanalysts would tell him thai 
that helped to explain how he would be faithful to a 
girl for months, than get another girl and be faithful 
to her imtil he was unfaithful. That’s the way it had 
been, and almost the way it was this minute, with 
Norma and Gloria. But he had not stayed with Gloria; 
for that break he thanked his luck. If he had he would 
have had to tell Nonna. But he hadn’t. That seemed 
to him an important thing, one of the most important 
things in his life, and at that moment he decided he 
had found the girl he wanted to marry. A laundry 
called him on the telephone, and that prevented his 
having an affair with Gloria. Good. Something beyond 
his understanding had intervened, he was sure of that; 
maybe it was only his luck, V\’ell, he wasn’t going to 
fool with his luck. When he saw Norma tonight he 
would ask her to marry him. No money, no job, no 
nothing. But he knew she was the one he wanted to 
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marry. He laughed a little. He was pretty proud of 
Norma, and he loved her very much. He was already 
loyal to her, too; in the sense tliat in his mind he could 
defend her against the kind of thing Gloria might 
say about her: he could hear Gloria calling Norma 
a niouse-like little creature (although Norma was the 
same size girl as Gloria, and, speaking of mice, it was 
not hard to imagine someone saying Norma had a 
mind like a steel trap). Eddie let his loyalty go to 
Norma and did not try to deny to himself that this 
probably was at the expense of his loyalty to Gloria. 

It was strange about Gloria, how he always had had 
this feeling of loyalty to her. Offhand he could not re- 
call a time wlicu there had been any need for it; yet 
he knew that w'ith the life Gloria led there probably 
were dozens of people who said things about her that, 
if he heard them, would evoke a loyal response and 
some kind of protective action on Ws part. He had 
been ready to defend Gloria at any time, when he 
might meet someone who said tilings about her or did 
things to her. By God it was an instinctive thing; 
that first night he saw her he lent her money when 
money was life to him. It saddened him to think of 
the things implicit in his decision to marry Norma. 
One of these things was the giving up part. Maybe he 
was wrong (he admitted) but always it seemed to 
him as though he and Gloria were many many times 
on the verge of a great romance, one for the ages, nr 
at least a match for the love and anguish of .^mory 
and Rosalind in “This Side of Paradise” and Fred- 
erick and Catherine in “A Farewell to Arms.” He 
nodded to an undefined thought: that yes, to marry 
Norma was a sensible thing and if out of the hundred 
pounds of the relationship between himself and 
Nonna there was one ounce sensible thing, that one 
ounce was an imperfect, unromantic thing. All right; 
what of it? There never had been much romance in 
his past romances, and he distrusted romance for his 
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own self; in a sort of Elks-tooth way his father had 
been a romantic guy, and he was not going to have 
any of that. He was in no danger of it, either, he 
was sure; his mother had not been like Nonna. Dis- 
connectedly he found himself off on a tangent, real- 
izing how awful parturition must have been for his 
mother, all that stuff about getting up on a table and 
having a doctor look her over, and her realization that 
"the little one” she talked about and thought about 
and felt, also was a hideous little tiling . called a 
foetus. (He was able to think of this without any 
identification of the foetus as himself. You may say, 
"That was me,” but you cannot imagine yourself as 
being no bigger than the present size of your foot.) 
No, it wasn’t so disconnected as he called it; Norma 
never would speak of “the little one." If she were 
pregnant she would know beforehand what was going 
on inside her, and she would know about the placenta 
and all that. He hoped Norma would not have much 
pain. But what stuff this wasl this thinking. about 
Norma deliberately having a baby when he had not 
yet seriously asked her to marry him. She might fool 
him and say no; there was that chance. “A celluloid 
cat’s in hell," he assured hiinself, but a chance. 

He was already as married as though he was half 
of Mr. and Mrs. Eddie Brunner. Did babies sometimes 
come out upside down because that , was the position 
of their parents when the baby was conceived? Could 
parents tell which lay had made the baby? Hotv long 
did the husband and wife have to stop sleeping to- 
gether when the wife was pregnant? (He had heard 
the story about an artist who tried to stay with his 
wife when she was being wheeled into the delivery 
room.) What if Norma had a dwarf; would the doc- 
tors let it live? What if they had a baby and it turned 
out to be an hermaphrodite? Would Norma’s beauti- 
ful breasts get so painfully sensitive that he, would 
not be able to touch them while she was pregnant? 



BUTTERFIELD 8 

Did they always lose their -firmness after pregnancy? 
What was this stuff about tearing? Did it mean lit- 
erally tearing? ripping open when she did not stretch 
enough? Could doctors keep the size of the baby down 
so it would not endanger the mother’s life? How much 
did a baby cost? 

. Well, it cost more than he would be able to pay for 
a long time, so he might as well stop thinking about 
it. He ought to be glad he had enough money to take 
Norma to a show tonight, that’s what he ought to be. 




W EDNESDAY passed for all those living in the 
world at that time, and it was Thursday. It 
was for instance payday for Jam« Malloy, who had 
been living since Monday on borrowed dollars. For 
Gloria Wandrous it was all of a sudden the day on 
which she would give up Liggett. She had had a good 
night’s sleep. Wednesday evening she had spent in the 
bosom of her family, after trying without success to 
talk to Eddie on the telephone. She had a good dinner 
at home, of things she liked: her mother’s cream of 
tomato soup with just a touch of sherry in it; roast 
beef, scalloped potatoes, succotash, lettuce and may- 
onnaise (home-made) , ice cream with strawberries, 
coffee and a lick of Cura^o. Her unde had to go 
uptown after dinner and Gloria was left with her 
mother. Her mother had not been so bad. They talked 
about the dothes she had bought that day, and Mrs. 
Wandrous, who knew something about women’s 
dothes, reaffirmed her trust in Gloria’s taste. She said 
Gloria had clothes sense. “That’s one thing about you I 
never had to teach you even as a little girl. You always 
had good sense about clothes. Oh, so few girls have it 
these days. Sunday before last, you know when I went 
for a drive with Mrs. Lackland, we drove past Vassar 
College. Now you’d think those girls would know how 
to dress, at least have sense enough to put on some- 
thing decent on Sunday. But no. Sweater and skirt, 
sweater and skirt, all the way up and down the street 
from Poughkeepsie proper to the college. And the 
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same sweater, and the same skirt. I said to Mrs. Lack- 
land, if those girls were told they had to wear a uni- 
form the way girls have to in preparatory school, 
why, they’d yell and scream and have school strikes 
and everything. But there they were, just die same, 
wearing a uniform. And it isn't as though diey dressed 
any better when they came to New York. But 1 suppose 
they have no style. You have. You have style. I no- 
ticed those diings you bought today. I was afraid foi 
1 minute when you asked to try on that one dress at 
Altman’s. I knetv it was ivTong for you but I didn’t 
want to say anything till after you tried it on.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t have bought it.” 

“I know.” 

, “I just wanted to try it on. They’re handy." 

"Well, I don’t think so, Gloria. When I'm tempted 
to buy a dress because I think it's going to be handy, 
I think twice about it. Those handy dresses, so-called, 
I should say a woman won’t get as much out of one 
of those as she tvill out of a really frivolous dress. I 
mean in actual number of horns that they’re worn. 
Take your black satin ..." 

Clothes, and cooking, and curiously enough the 
way to handle men, were matters in which Gloria had 
respect for her mother’s opinions. Packing, house- 
deaning, how to handle servants, what to do, for 
blotches in tlie complexion, kitchen chemistry, the 
peculiarities of various fabrics— Mrs. Wandrous knew 
1 lot about such matters. It occurred to Gloria that 
ber mother was a perfect wife. The fact that her hus- 
land was dead did nothing to change that. In fact 
hat was part of it. And any time anybody had any 
loubt about how well her motlier could manage a 
louse, all they had to do was count up the number of 
imes Gloria’s uncle had had to complain. No, her 
nother was a fine housekeeper, and she knew how 
o handle men. Gloria often would hear her mother 
ay that if So-and-So did such and such she’d be hap- 
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3ier with her husband. What Gloria meant was that 
ler mother, dealing with her kind of man in her kind 
)f life, was just as capable as she was with baking soda 
n the kitchen. Mrs. Wandrous knew what baking soda 
:ould be made to do, and she knew what the kind of 
nan she would be likely to have dealings with (who 
3ored Gloria to death) would do. It was almost a 
jood life, Gloria decided. Without regret she recog- 
nized the impossibility of it for her; but a pretty good 
life for someone like her mother. 

That Wednesday night after she went to bed she 
[ay there trying, not very hard, to read, and thinking 
about her mother. Now there was a woman who had 
known (Gloria was sure) only one man in her entire 
life. Known meaning slept with. And that had not 
lasted very long. Yet after twenty years her mother %vas 
able to recall every detail of sleeping with a man, 
almost as though it had happened last night. She had 
not discussed it at any length with her mother, but 
now and then a thing would be said that showed how 
well her mother remembered. Think of living that 
wayl Going to bed these nights, so many nights 
through so many years; some nights dropping off to 
sleep, but surely some nights lying there and saddened 
by Ae waste of shapely breasts and the excitement in 
oneself with a man, and the excitement of a man’s 
excitement. And then nothing to do about it but lie 
there, almost afraid to touch one’s breasts, probably, 
or anything else; and remembering one man long ago. 
There was only one possible explanation for being 
able to live in memory like that, and Gloria felt tears 
in her eyes at the thought of her father’s and moth- 
er’s love. 


It showed, too. It showed in her mother's face It 
worried Gloria" a little to come around again to a 
theory she sometimes had that a woman ougL to have 
one man and quit, It made for a complete life no 
matter how short a time it lasted. Gloria resolved to 


be a better girl', and after a long but not unpleasant 
time she fell asleep, preferring her own face but think- 
ing well of her motlier’s. 

She. had breakfast in her room. It was too warm a 
day for breakfast in bed. To have breakfast in bed 
ought to be a luxury "^and not a nuisance, and it was 
a nuisance when covering over the legs was a nuisance, 
as it tvas this day. She drank the double orange juice 
and wanted more, but Elsie, the maid, had gone back 
to ’the kitchen out of call. Gloria drank her coffee 
and ate her toast and poured another cup of coffee. 
Then a cigarette. While having breakfast she was busy 
with her hands. With no one to look at her she swung 
her butter knife like a bandmaster’s baton, not hum- 
ming or singing, but occasionally letting her throat 
release a note. She felt good. 

What, if anything, she had decided the night be- 
fore had not been changed by the morning and the 
good night's sleep, principally because she had not, 
fixed upon a new mode of life. The ' good night’s 
sleep she knew had a lot to do with the absence of 
her usual morning despair, but it wasn’t that she was 
happy, exactly. It came dose to the feeling that she 
was ready for anytliing today, whereas if she had 
come to a solemn decision the night before to be an 
angel thenceforward, she would now be having a spe- 
dal kind of gayety— not removed from, tire despair— 
that was cap-over-the-windmiU stuff. No; today she 
felt good. The big problem of Liggett would be set- 
tled somehoiv', not ivithout an awful, scene and may- 
be not right away, but it would probably be all right 
--and that concession was a step in the right direc- 
tion, she thought. She felt good, and she felt strong. 

She looked at the advertisements in the paper while 
smoking her second dgarette. She had a patronizing, 
superior feeling toward the advertisements: she had 
bought practically all the clothes she wanted and cer- 
tainly • all she would heed. She had her usual quick 
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visit to the bathroom, and then she had a luhevvaim 
bath and she Was dressing tvhen her mother called to 
her that Ann Paul was on the phone and wanted to 
speak to her, and should she take the message? Yes, 
take the message, Gloria told her mother. The mes- 
sage was that Ann wanted to have lunch tvith her. 
Gloria said she would come to the phone. She didn’t 
"want to have lunch with Ann, but she had known Ann 
in school and did want to see her, so she asked Ann 
to come downtown if she could, and Arm said she 
could. 

Ann lived in Greentvich where she lived an athletic 
life; sailing her own Star, hunting and shotving at tlie 
minor league horse shows and in such tvays using up 
the energy which no man had seemed able to get to 
for his personal use. In school Ann, who was very tall 
for a girl, was suspect because of a couple of crushes 
which now, a few years later, her former schoolmates 
were too free about calling Lesbian, but Gloria did 
not think so, and Ann must have knotm that Gloria 
did not think so. She called Gloria every time she 
came to New York, which ivas about ttvice a month, 
and the last two times Gloria had not been home for 
the calls. 


Ann came downtorvn, parked her Ford across the 
street from Gloria s house, and went right uptstairs to 
Gloria’s room. Ann was in the Social Register, which 
fact impressed Gloria’s mother as much as Gloria's 
indifference to it Ann was always made to feel at 
home in Gloria’s house. 


“I had to see you," said Ann. "I have bie 
"Ah-hah." ^ 


news." 


"What?’’ 

“Go ahead.” 

“liVhy did you say ah-hah 
shotv?” 


as if you knew it? Does it 


"No. I knew there 
looked better." 


was something. You’ve never 
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“Look," said Ann, and extended her left hand. 
“Oh, you girl! Ann! Who it is? When? I mean do 
I know him or anything?”- 

“Tell you everything. His name is Bill Henderson 
and you don’t know him and he’s at P. and S. and gets 
out next year and he went to Dartmouth before that 
and he’s even taller than I am, . and 1 haven’t the 
faintest idea when we’re going to be married.” 
“How long have you known him? What’s he lih.eV’ 
“Since Christmas. He’s from Seattle and he spent 
Christmas witli friends of mine in Greenwich which 
is how I happened to meet him. I sat next to him at 
dinner the night after Christmas, and he was the 
quiet type, I thought. He looked to be the quiet type. 
So I found out what he did and I began talking about 
gastroenterostomies and stuff and he just sat there 
and I thought, What is this man? He just sat there 
and nodded all the time I was talking. You know, 
when I was going to be a nurse year before last. Final- 
ly I said something to him. I asked him if by any 
chance he was listening to what I -was saying, or bored, 
or what? ‘No, not bored,’ he said. ‘Just cockeyed.’ 
And he was. Cockeyed. It seems so long ago and so 
hard to believe tve were ever strangers like that, but 
that’s how I met him, or my first conversation with 
him. Actually he’s very good. His family have loads 
of money from the lumber business and I’ve never 
seen anything like the way he spends money. But 
only when it doesn’t interfere with his work at P. 
and S. He has a Packard that he keeps in Greenwich 
and hardly ever uses except when he comes to see 
me. He was a marvelous basketball player at Dart- 
mouth and two weeks ago when he came up to our 
house he hadn’t had a golf stick, in his hands since 
last summer and he went out and shot an eighty-seven. , 
He’s very homely, but he has tliis dry sense of humor 
that at first you don’t quite know whether , he’s even 
listening to you, but the things he says. Sometimes I 
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think— oh, not really, but a stranger overhearing him 
might suggest sending him to an alienist.” 

“He sounds wonderfull Oh, I’m so glad, darling. ■ 
WTien did he go for the ring and all?” ^ 

"Well— New Year’s Eve he asked me to marry him. 
If you could call it that. Sometimes even notv I can't 
altvays tell tvhen he’s tight. New Year's Eve he tvas 
dancing tvith me and he stopped right in the middle 
of the floor, stopped dancing and stood away from me 
and said; 'Remind me to marry you this summer.' " 

-‘I like that. This summer.” 

“No, I guess not this summer. But I don't know. Oh, 
all I care about is I guess this is it, I hope.” 

“It sounds like it to me. The real McCoy, what- 
ever that is. So tvhat are you going to do this summer? 
Where is— what’s his name? Bill?” 

“Bill Henderson. Well, he wants to go home for a 
little while just to see his family and then come back. 
I— I'm sort of embarrassed, Gloria. I don’t really 
know. When he gets ready to tell me something, he 
tells me, and I never ask him. But what I wanted to 
see you about, can you come up for the week-end to- 
morrow? Bill's coming, and I forget whether he’s just 
getting ready for examinations or just finishing them. 
See? I don’t know anything. I just sit and wait.” 

“That’s good preparation for a doctor’s wife." 

“So everyone tells me. But what about it, can you 
come?” 

“I’d love to,” said Gloria. Then, thinking of Lig- 
gett; “I have a half date for the %veek-end, but I think 
I can get out of it. Anyway, can I take a rain check 
if 1 can’t make it this week?" 

"Of course. Do try to get out of the other thing. Is 
this otlier thing— would you like me to invdte some- 
one for you? I mean is there someone that— I could 
ask yoiir other date.” 

"No. It was a big party, a lot of people, not anyone 
in particular.” 
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‘Then I won’t ask anyone £or you till I hear from 
you. Will you call me? Call me tomoiTow at home, or 
else call tlris afternoon and leave word. Just say you’re 
coming. And of course if you think you can’t come and 
then cliange your mind at tlie last minute and decide, 
you can, that’s all right too.” 

•‘Ail right. I’ll most likely call you tonight.” Gloria 
noticed that Ann seemed to have something else to 
say. ‘‘What, Ann? What are you tliinking?” 

"I can tell you, Gloria," said Ann. "Darling, I've 
had an affair. Bill and I. We’ve had an affair. Almost 
from the vay beginning. Do you think any the less of 
me?” 

"Oh, certainly not, darling. Me?" 

“I never knew about you. I’ve always tliought you 
had, but I could never be sure. It’s only in the last 
six montlis I found out rvhy you can’t be sure. It 
doesn’t show on you. You knotv? You tliink tlie next 
day you're going to be a marked woman and every- 
body on tlie street tvill know. But tliey don't And 
men. Men are so funny. MotIrers tell us all our lives 
that boys lose respect for girls tliat drey go all the 
way witli. But tliey must have clianged a lot since my 
mother was our age. At first I was so frightened, and 
tlien I saw that Bill was the one tliat really was fright- 
ened, not I. I don't mean about cliildren only. But 
they're so helpless. When we’re ivitli people I’m quiet 
as a mouse and sit tlicre listening to tlie great man, 
or when we’re dancing I tliink how marvelously witty 
he is, with his sense of humor. But when we’re really 
alone it all changes. He’s entirely different. At first 1 
used to think he was so gentle, terribly gentle, and it 
almost killed me. But tlien I realized sometliing— and 
this isn’t taking anything away from him. He is gen- 
tle, but tlie things about him tliat I used to thunk 
were gentle, they aren’t gentle. The really gentle 
things he does aren't the same tilings I tliought were. 
Wliat 1 mistook for being gentle was his oAVn hclpless- 
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ness, or practically helplessness. Yes, helplessness. He 
knows everytiiing, being a medical student, and I 
don’t suppose I’m the first for him, but-LordI I don’t 
know how to explain it. Do you see what I mean at 
all? 


“I think so. I think something else, too. I think you 
tivo ought to get married, right away. Don’t lose any of 
the fun. Right away, Ann. He has his o\m money, 
and you have some I know. There’s no reason tvhy 
you should miss anything. Get married." 

"I want to, and he’s crazy to, but I’m afraid of in- 
terfering with his studies.” 

“It won’t interfere with his studies. He might have 
to neglect you a little, but he'll be able to study much 
better ^vith you than he would being in Ne-w York 
and wishing you were here or he was in Greemrich. 
No, by all means get married. Just look at all the 
young marriages there are today. People getting mar- 
ried as soon as the boy gets out of college. The hell 
with the depression. Not that that’s a factor in your 
getting married, but look at all the young couples, 
read the society pages and see, and there must be a 
lot of them that are really poor and -ivithout jobs. If 
you got married now and he goes back to P. and S. 
next year you’d have the fun of living together and 
all that, and then he’ll probably want to go abroad to 
Vienna or some place to continue his studies, and that 
will be like a honeymoon. Your family aren’t going 
to insist on a big wedding, are they?” 

“Well, Father thinks it’s a good thing to keep up 
appearances. Mother doesn’t like tire idea as much as 
she used to. She’d rather use the money for cliarity, 
but Father says he’s giving more to charity than ever 
before and tvith less money to do it on. He’s very 
serious about it. You see he knows Mr. Coolidge, and 
I tliink he thinks if we invited Mr. Coolidge to tlie 
wedding he’d come, and that would do a lot toward 
sort of taking people’s minds off the depr^on.” 
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"I don’t agree wth your father," 

“Neither do I. Of course I wouldn't dare say so 
hut I think Coolidge got us into this depression and 
he ought to keep out of the papers." 

“That’s what I think, too.” 

"Well, you’ve given me something to think about 
Not that 1 hadn’t thought of it myself, but whenevei 
I broach the subject people say oh, there’s plenty oi 
time. But you’re the only one that knows we’re prac- 
tically married right now.” 

“Oh, no, you’re not," said Gloria. "Where do you 

go?” 

“Usually to an apartment of a friend of Bill's." 

“Well, then you've— have you ever spent the whole 
night?" 

“Once.” . 

"That’s not enough. You're not practially married.” 

“How do you know so much? Gloria, don’t tell me 
you’re married?" 

“No, but I know how it is to wake up with a man 
you love and have breakfast and all that. It takes time 
before you ge't accustomed to each other. Who’s going 
to use the bathroom first, and things like that. Inti- 
macies. Ann, I can tell you a lot” 

“I wish you would.” 

"I tvill. God! I know everythingl” 

‘Why, Gloria.” 

“Yes, everything. I know how good it can be and 
how awful, and you’re lucky. You marry . Bill right 
away and hold on to him.” 

“I’ve never seen you like this. ^Vhy does it mean So 
much to you? Is the man you love married?” 

"You’ve guessed it.” 

And his wife won’t give him a divorce?” 

‘Tes,” said Gloria. "That’s it” “ 

But couldn’t you both go to her and tell her you 
love each other? Is she a nice woman? How old is 
she?” 
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“Oh, we've had it out. Not she and 1, but Jack aiul 

1 .” 

“Jack. Do I know him?" 

“No.” She was on the verge of confessing that his 
name was not Jack, but she did not want to tell Ann 
too much. “Look, darling. I’ll call you tonight for 
sure and if you’re not there I’ll leave word tliat I'm 
coming or not.” 

“All right, my pet," said Ann, getting up. .She 
kissed Gloria’s cheek. “Good luck, and I'll see yon, if 
not this week, perhaps a week from tomorrow." 
“Mm-hmm. And thanks loads.” 

“Oh, I’m the one to thank you,” said Ann, anti left, 
Gloria thought a long time about.how uncontagitniri 
love was. According to the book she ought to be v/ant- 
ing to telephone Liggett, and she did v/ant to tele^ 
phone Liggett in a way, but talking to Ann, virginal 
^n with her one man and her happiness and inrif>- 
cence and her awkward love affair (she was sure Bill 
Henderson wore glasses and had to take them off and 
put them in a metal case before necb'ng Ann) -it all 
made her angry' rvith love, which struck in the strang- 
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foolish questions and teaching them to s^vim. She 
3uld have enormous breasts but she would not get 
iry fat. Her aims would fill out and look fine and 
p^vn in evening dress. And, Gloria knew, Ann would 
nvly get to disliking her. No; that wouldn't be like 
nn. But Gloria would be the only person like her- 
If whom Ann could tolerate. Every Ann probably 
is one Gloria to whom she is loyal. And tire girls 
ley had gone to school ivith, who had made the 
acks about Ann’s being Lesbian— they "tvould turn 
at to be her friends, and she would ride wdth tliem 
id play bridge and go to the club dances. They 
buld meet sometimes in tlie afternoons, parked in 
leir station wagons, waiting for their husbands, and 
leir husbands would get off the train, all wearing 
lue or gray flannel suits and dub or fraternity hat- 
ands on their stiff straw hats, ivith their newspapers 
jlded the same way all of them. And she, Gloria, 
ould visit Ann and Bill once eadi summer for die 
rst few summers, and the men tvith tlie hatbands 
nuld make dates for New York. Oh, she knew it all. 
She tried to laugh it off when she tliought of the 
lotion picture she had thought up for Ann’s future, 
ut laughing it off was not easy. It was unsuccessful, 
.aughing it off was unsuccessful because tlie picture 
'as accurate, and she knew it. Well, every Gloria, she 
minded herself, also had an Ann whom she tolerated 
nd to ivhom she ivas loyal. Ann’s was not her ivay of 
ving, but it was all right for Ann. The only possible 
■ay for Ann, or radier the only good way. Hell, here 
le was in a bad humor, and for no apparent reason, 
ou couldn’t call Ann’s happiness a reason. 

In the rear of the second floor of tlie house in ivhich 
loria lived tliere was a room w'hich Mrs. Wandrous 
id the rest of die household called Mrs. Wandrous’ 
wing-room. It was small and none of the furniture 
228 


BUTTERFIELD 8 


made you want to stay in it very long. Mrs, Wandrous 
keept needles and spools of thread and darning 
paraphernalia and sewing baskets in tlie room, but 
she did her sewing elsewhere. Occasionally Gloria 
went to that room to look out the window, and for no 
other reason. 

The setving-room looked out on the yard of 
Gloria’s house, and across the yard and across the 
contiguous yard was the rear of an old house which 
had been cut up into furnished apartments. It was 
notliing to look at. A woman in that house had a 
grand piano with a good tonej but her musical taste 
was precisely that of Roxy, the theater fellow. In fact 
Gloria had a theory that this woman closely follov/ecl 
, the Roxy program, except when the program called 
for Ravel’s “Bolero” and the C&ar Franck and one or 
two others that Gloria and Roxy liked. The vmman 
also sang. She was terrible. And this vmman v/as the 
only human being Gloria identified vdth the home, 
/ On warm days she had seen that muda of tlie v/oman 
that was between the shoulders and the knees. Tlie 
woman did not close the window all the w'ay down on 
hot days. She never had seen the woman’s face, but 
only her torso. She had seen it in and out of clothes, 
and it was nothing to go out of your way t/> see. And 
that woman was the only human neighbor ma t Glona 


knew anything about. 
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Now tliey must have been six weeks old, and as 
Gloria stood and watched them she forgot all about 
tlie woman who was playing the piano, for in a very 
few minutes she discovered something about tlie fam- 
ily of police dogs: tlie bitcli had a favorite. 

The bitcli’s teats had lost their fullness and had 
gone back into her body, but that did not make the 
puppies forget that tliey had got milk there not so 
long ago. The mother would run array from tlieir per- 
sistent attempts to gnaw at her, but one tan little fel- 
low was more persistent than the otliers, and when 
tile motlier and the tan had got far enough away, tlie 
motlier would stand and let him nibble at her. Then 
shervould swat him good and hard, but, Gloria noticed, 
not hard enough for him to misunderstand and take 
offense and get angry rvith his mother. The mother 
would open her surprisingly big mouth and lift him 
up and swing him away from her, tlicn she would take 
a mighty leap and fly about tlie garden, chasing spar- 
rows. Meanwhile tlie other puppies would be iraiting 
for her and ivhen she met tliem they would try again 
to take milk from her. Or maybe dicy rverc like men, 
Gloria thought; maybe they knciv tlierc %ras no milk 
tlicre. And Gloria had a strong suspicion tliat the 
mother really liked their making passes at her. She 
guessed Nature provided the mother ivith the instinct 
to swat tlie puppies away from her. They were old 
enough to eat solid food now and as a good motlier it 
was her duty to make them look out for tliemselves. 

The mother was a raan'clous person. Gloria found 
herself thinking this and since she was alone and not 
tliinking out loud she went on thinking it The moth- 
er was a marvelous person. Sucli good qualities as 
there must be in her, tlic way she held up her head 
and her ears stood straight up, and the way she would 
play with her puppies but at the same time not let 
tliem get too fresh or have their own iray. Then the 
way she would lie down with her face on her paire, 
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her eyes looking deceptively sleepy as she watched the 
puppies trying to eat grass or find sometliing edible in 
the grass. It was really marvelous. There was one 
black fello'jv who wanted to play "vvith himself, and 
every time he did the mother would get up and let 
him have it with her paw or else pick him up in her 
mouth and pretend to chastise hun. She tvould put 
him dotvn after a few moments and by that time his 
mind would be off sex. But all this time the tan was 
her favorite, and then Gloria saw something she did 
not believe. She saw it svith her oivn eyes. She did not 
know anything about dogs, and maybe this was 
common practice among dogs, but she made up her 
mind to ask the next vet if dogs did this aU the time. 
What she saw that she did not believe -was a matter be- 
tween the mother and the tan. 

The mother was lying on the grass watching her 
children (about the way Ann would on the beach 
when she had hers) . The tan was getting ready to 
squat for Number One. Instantly the mother got up 
and grabbed him in her mouth and took him to a 
bush. She put him down and grabbed his hind leg 
and lifted it. It was all new to him and he struggled, 
trying to get'into a squatting position again, and he 
leaked a little, but the mother held on and shook him 
until he stopped leaking. That was all. It must have 
been one of the first times the mother had done this, 
but it was wonderful to see. It made Gloria wonder 
where the father was. 

The father. That son of a bitch probably was out on 
Long Island or Connecticut or Westchester, where it 
was fashionable and cool, and here was the mother 
teaching her pup to stand up like a man and not sit 
down like a pansy. But the mother didn’t seem to miss 
the father. She was self-sufEcient, and that was a good 
thing about women. All that stuff about ivomen must 
weep or wait or whichever it was. Give a woman h^r 
child or her children, and the hell with the men. It 
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was incredible that before her very eyes Gloria had 
seen all the stuff about motlierhood, which she thought 
was pretty much tlie bunk, being demonstrated by a 
police bitch and her litter. But it made her feel good 
again; It put Bill Henderson in his place as tire mere 
fatlier of Ann’s children, and let him put his nurse 
up on tlie operating table or do whatever he liked. 
He wasn’t important once he did his part toward iriak- 
ing Ann’s babies. If you loved a man, so mucli the bet- 
ter, but you didn’t have to love him, you didn’t even 
have to know him. They brought the stuff all the way 
from France and England and made mares have colts 
in tliis country, and they had done it successfully with 
people in New York, where the father was sterile 
and both parents wanted a cliild. Liggett. He had 
children. Gloria wondered about herself. Three abor- 
tions and all the tilings she had done not to have cliil- 
dren probably had a very bad effect. For tlie first time 
she wanted a diild, and she— 

“Gloria! Eddie Brunner wants to speak to you," 
called h& mother. 

“I’ll be tliere in a minute,” she said. 

Eddie might do it. But she didn’t want Eddie. She 
wanted Liggett Still, Eddie would do it Only too 
glad; 

“Hello." 

“Hello, pal. Tills is Eddie.” 

“1 know.” 

“I have good news for you, baby. I got a job.” 

“A jobi Eddie, tliat's ivonderful. Where? What 
doing?” 

“Well, it isn’t much, only twenty-five bucks a week, 
but it’s something. Drawing for movie ads.” 

“Oh, sivell. When do you start?” 

“Right away. I ivork at home. They’ll furnish the 
Bristol board and all that, but I can work , at home. 
They called up this morning. Yesterday I was pretty 
sure I had it but I wasn’t sure. 1 did some sketches 
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for them and they seemed pretty sure I could do the 
kind of stuff they wanted, but this morning tliey 
called up and said it was definite. In fact it’s going to 
be more than twenty-five bucks a week. That's wbat 
it was going to be originally, on a basis of part-time 
work, but now they said they could use some of my 
drawings on every picture, l^at they’ll do is make 
mats and sell them. Do you know what mats are? 
Doesn’t make any difference. I’ll tell you at lunch. Will 
you have lunch with me?” 

"Sure. But I don’t want you to spend your money 
on me. We’ll go Dutch Treat.” 

“Nuts. I buy this lunch. I’ll be over for you how 
soon?" 

"You can start right away. I’ve been up for over 
an hour. Come right over.” 

“I’ll be over before you can say Jefferson Machamer.” 

"Jefferson Machamer,” she said. 

“That’s not the way to say it,” said Eddie, and hung 
up. 

Eddie was full of plans, few of them making sense 
when his income was considered. All Gloria had to 
do was listen. “A small car, an Austin or one of those 
little Jordans. You know those Uttle Jordans? They 
don’t make them any more, but they were some 
cars. Or I keep seeing an ad in the paper for a baby 
Peugeot I just want a small car.” 

"Naturally.” 

“Why naturally?” 

“So you won’t have to take anyone else for a ride. 
You want a car to think in, don’t you. Baby?” 

**That’s right,” he said. “A car I can think in.” 

“And Norma and I, we’ll just sit around and sew on 
Sunday afternoons when it’s hot. You go out to the 
country the North Shore is nice and cool. You go out 
and you think and Norma and I will sit and wait for 
■you, and then you come home and tell us what, you’ve 
been thinking. Understand, if you don’t want to tell 
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us, or you’re too tired, it’ll keep. What else are you going 
to do with your money?" 

“Well—” they were at the corner of Fiftli Avenue 
and. Eighth Street, halted by traffic. “You see tliose 
figures on top of the traffic lights?” At tliat time the 
traffic light standards were adorned on top with gilt 
statuettes of semi-nude men in trench helmets. 

“Uh-huh.” 

“Well, I’m going to do sometliing about them. I’m 
not sure w'hat, but something." 

“Somebody ought to.” 

“I may only buy them, all the way from here to a 
Hundred and Tenth Street, if they go that far, and 
send them to a silly old uncle of mine who loves to 
play rvith soldiers." 

"No." 

“No. You’re right I have a better idea, but I don’t 
know you well enough to tell you." 

“Certainly not" 

“The idea is, hotv to control female jaywalkers. I 
would have instead of a light, when it is time for the 
red light to go on, all the little soldiers would uh, 
come to attention as it were.” 

“As it were." 

"And all the women would stop, see? They would 
watch this phenomenon and meanwhile traffic would 
be rolling by. There’s only one difficulty. WTien tlie 
women get tired of watching it we'll have jaywalking 
again.” 

“Ho-ho. Women—" 

“I know. Women rvon’t ever get tired of watching 
that phenomenon. This is a nice conversation.” 

"What about men jayivalkers?" said Gloria. 

‘ We have a jaywalker for a mayor,” said Eddie. 

"Oh, stop it That isn't even original." 

“Yes, it's at least original. It may be lousy, but it’s 
original, Anjhray I never heard anyone else say it 
That’s always my trouble tvhen I make puns." 
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“What else with your money?” 

“Buy you lunch. Buy you a present. Buy Norma a 

present—” - 

"And get a haircut." 

Eddie was gay all through luncheon, long after 
Gloria grew tired of his fun. She could see that it was 
more than the prospect of the job that made him feel 
good. The other thing was without a doubt Norma 
Day. Always before this when he was gay it did not 
last so long without encouragement from Gloria; this 
timp he went on, and, in a way that. in anyone else 
she would have called stupid. Not stupid in Eddie. 
Eddie did not do stupid things. And God knows he 
was entitled to some fun. But twice in one day was 
too much for this: first it was Ann Paul with her Mr. 
Fletcher— Mr. Henderson, rather. Ann was all packed 
and everything and moving right out of Gloria’s life. 
And now Eddie. She could easily have said the hell 
with Ann. She didn't like women anyway. Women had 
no spine. Gloria thought they were more intelligent 
than men, but they didn’t get as much out of it as 
men did. Unless trouble was getting something out of 
it. Now that Ann was safe and happy Gloria admitted 
to herself that what their schoolmates had suspected 
might easily have been true. It was nothing special 
against Ann, Gloria had a theory that there was a little 
of that in. practically all women; just get them drunk 
enough in the right surroundings. And a lot of 
them didn’t have to get drunk. She had had passes 
. made at her by dressmakers' fitters, show girls, women 
doctors, and— and then she pulled herself out of this. 
For every woman who had made a pass at her there 
were ten, fifteen, a hundred, a thousand, who had not, 
and who probably had not the slightest inclination in 
that direction. But admitting that she was fattually 
mong did not get her out of the general mood. She 
came back to wishing Ann well, and found herself 
wanting to be away from Eddie. She was tired of being 
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■with him. The only person she wanted to be -with was 
Liggett. She wanted to be home or with Liggett. One 
or the other. Away from the whole tiling, all that %vas 
her usual life; Eddie, her friends, the smart places or 
tlie gay places, the language she and they spoke, and 
all about that life. But if she had to have any of it, 
she wanted all of it Here, with die bright sun on 
Fifth Avenue, she was thinking that the only diing she 
wanted was to be with Liggett, lying in bed or on the 
floor or anyivhere with him, drunk as hell, taking 
dope, doing anything he wanted, not caring about the 
time of day or the day of the week and not thinking 
whether it -^vas going to end. And if not Liggett, then 
no one. Then she wanted to be home where she 
could be -within sound of her modier’s voice, sur- 
rounded by the furniture that she would not bump 
even in die dark. She wanted to be moral. She ivould 
stop smoking. She would wear plain dodies and no 
makeup. She would wear a proper brassiere, no nail 
polish. She would get a job and keep regular hours. 
And she knew she could do these things, because she 
knew Liggett would be back. Maybe. 

Eddie asked her to have more coffee but she said 
she had to go home and wait for a call. Like that 
Eddie understood. His gayety disappeared, he was 
considerate, he remembered that she had not been 
participating in his fun. “You go on home,’’ he said. 
"I’m going uptoivn, and I’ll take a bus from here.’’ 

“I'm sorry, Eddie.’’ 

“You’re soiry? I’m the one to be sorry.” 

“It just happens today—” 

“I know. Go ahead. Kiss me good-by.” 

"No,” she said. 

All right, don’t,” he said. But she did, and at 
least made the waiter glad. 

She went home, feeling like crying part of tlie iv'ay, 
and then halfway chanain? to ruitli li/»rcplF 
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because she was on her way home, ifhich was a path 
to righteousness or something. 

Three o’clock was striking when she let hersell in. 
Elsie, the maid, was dusting tlie staircase and could 
easily have opened the door, but not Elsie. Sometimes 
Gloria suspected that Elsie, who was colored, knew 
something of Gloria’s Harlem benders. It may have 
been that, and it may only have been the contrast be- 
tween the respectful, almost slave-like obedience Elsie 
accorded Mrs. Wandrous, and the casual, silent manner 
Elsie showed Gloria. 

‘‘Packages come from the stores,” said Elsie. 

“For me?” said Gloria. 

“Yes,” said Elsie. She spoke it on a high note; as 
much as to say, “Why, sure. Who else would be get- 
ting packages in this house?” 

“Then why don't you say so? . . . Oh, don’t answer 
me.” This was a swell way to start the new life, but 
this nigger irritated her. "What’s your husband doing 
now? Is he working?" 

“Why?" said Elsie. 

"Don't ask why. Answer my question.” 

"He's gettin’ along. Now and then he gets sumpn. 
Now may I ask why?” 

“You may not." Gloria was on the verge of men- 
tioning Lubby Joe, a Negro big shot the mention of 
whose name was enough to command respect amono- 
most Negroes. But it would be hard to explain how 
she knew Lubby Joe, and it was a thing that could not 
be left unexplained. This made her angry too, to start 
something she could not finish, especially somethin^ 
Aat would have given her so much pleasure as throw? 
mg a scare into Elsie. “Where'd you put the pack- 

Elsi^^ room,” said 

‘‘Yeah man!” said Gloria, in spite of henelf. 

She was upstairs, trying on the new clothes, vrhen 
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isie caiue in, dust-cloth in hand. "Some naan called 
)ii on the phone. He lef’ this here number.” 

“God damn you, you black bitch! Why didn’t you 
ve me tliis message when I came in?” 

"Uh didn’t tliink.” 

“Get out of here!" 

She called the number, which was a private branch 
^change, and the extension number which had been 
iven Elsie. The extension did not answer. The Burn- 
er was tlie Eiltmore. It could have been a lot of 
eople, but it couldn’t have been anyone but Lig- 
ett. She sat there half dressed, too furious to curse 
;lsie, hating the Negro race, hating herself and her 
jck. In five minutes she called the number again. It 
?as always possible he was in tire bathroom the first 
ime. This time she left tvord that she had called. 
Just say that Gloria phoned. The party will knov/.” 
he only hoped it was Liggett. She was sitting there 
nd she heard the front door close in the careful but 
lot noiseless tvay her mother closed it. Gloria called 
o her to come upstairs. 

“Certainly is getting warmer. WTien did you get 
lack? Is Eddie really working?” 

"Mother, tliis is the last stra^v. I -want you to fire 
ilsie. Today.” 

“Why, what’s she done?” 

“I just had a very important message and she forgot 
o give it to me till just this minute, and of course 
rhen I called the party had left.” 

^ I Veil, you know Elsie has a lot to do. She’s got 
his rvhole house—” 

You can get any number of niggers that tvill do 
ivice Ae work and won't forget a simple little tiring 
ike Aat. I’m sick of her. She’s lazy—" 

Oh, no. No, she isn’t lazy. Elsie’s a good worker. I 
dmit she has her shortcomings, but she isn’t lazy, 
Iloria." 
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‘‘She isl She’s terrible, and I want you to fire her. 
I insisti” 

“Oh, now don't fly off the handle this way over a 
simple little telephone message. If it’s that important 
the person will call again, whoever it was. Who was 
it. and why is it so important?” 

"It'd take too long to tell you now, I want you to 
fire Elsie, that’s what I want you to do. If you don’t 
I’ll tell Uncle Bill. I won’t stay here.” 

“Now look here, just because Elsie does something 
bad isn’t any reason why you sould be rude to me. 
You have your own way quite a lot it seems to me. 
Too much for your own good. You go around doing 
as you please, staying away at night and doing dear 
knows what, and we permit it because— well, 1 some- 
times wonder why we do permit it. But you can’t come 
home and disrupt the whole household because one 
little thing goes wrong. If you can't appreciate all the 
things we do, all for you—" 

“I'm not going .to listen to you.’’ She went to the 
bathroom and locked the door. In the bathroom wa: 
a dressing table with triplicate mirrors and man] 
lights. Even the front of the drawer had a mirror 
and whenever she noticed this she tliought about the 
unknown person who designed the table, what he oi 
she must have had in mind: what earthly use coult 
there be for a mirror on a drawer, just Aat height! 
What other earthly use, that is? It reflected your bodj 
right where your legs begin. Did other women reall) 
look at themselves as much as she did or what? Yes, 
she guessed they did, and it was not an altogether un- 
welcome drought. She wanted to be like other women, 
now, for the time being. She didn’t want to be the 
only one of her type in the world. She didn’t want to 
be a marked girl, who couldn't get along with the rest 
of the world. It had started out a good day, and then 
came Ann, and her joy for Ann didn’t hold over an 
hour: she was bored with Eddie, really her best 
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friend; she fought an undignified fight with Elsie, 
and she had a quarrel tvitli her motlier. Why did days 
have to start right if they were going to turn out like 
this? Was it to give you a false sense of security, an angry 
God, a cruel God, making you feel this was going to 
be a lovely day, about as swdl a little day as you could 
hope to find, and dien— smackol Four times she had 
gone smackol So what about this stuff of starting the 
day feeling it was going to be a good one? Or maybe 
it tvas a merciful God who did it. He gave you a good 
night’s sleep, Uiereby making you feel good at the be- 
ginning of tlie day, because He knew you were going to 
have a tough one and you’d need all the optimism 
you could command. What about God, for that mat- 
ter? She hadn’t tliought about God for a long time. 
Monday she would begin again, because she noticed 
one tiling about people who believed in God: tliey 
were warmer people than tliose svho didn’t. They had 
a w'one time, but tliey had a better time too. Catholics. 
Catholics had more fun on parties tlian anyone else. 
The Broadway people were mostly all Catliolics or 
Jeivs, and they seemed to have a good time. At least the 
Catholics did. As to the Jews, tliey never seemed to 
have a really good ume. They ivere too busy shoiring 
off when they were supposed to be having a good time. 
Like Italians. Gloria at this point changed her classifi- 
cation from Catliolic to Irish. The people that seemed 
to have tlie best time, at least so far as she had ob- 
served, were the Irish Catliolics who didn’t go to 
Church. Some of them would confess once a year and 
then they could start ail over again. That didn’t seem 
right to Gloria, if you iverc going to have a real reli- i- 
gion, but it certainly made tliose Catliolics feel good, . 
She decided she wanted to go to a Catholic Church 
and confess. What a story that would be if she ever : 
told tlie fa tiler all she could tell. The party she ivent V 
to thinking it was being given by a movie actress and ■ 
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ail the girls from a show and the gangsters tied sheets 
to one girl’s rvrists and hung her stark naked out the 
twenty-first-floor window, and when they pulled her 
in they thought she was dead. All the girls getting 
stinking as fast as they could because they were afraid 
to stay sober and afraid to suggest leaving. The two 
virgins. The dwarf. The very young and toughest of 
the mob, who never even smiled unless he tvas hurt- 
ing somebody. She remembered how frightened she 
was, because that young man kept staring at her, but 
the la^vyer witli whom she had gone to tire party told 
the big shot that she was Park Avenue, and the big 
shot got enough kick out of drinking his party was 
shocking her. And it was. She had seen wild parties, 
but this was beyond -wild: the cruelty was rvhat 
made it stick in her memory. She looked around the 
bathroom and it made her think of Rome. Rome nev- 
er sa.w pardes like that. Rome didn’t have electric 
light and champagne and the telephone, thirty-story 
apartment houses and the view of New York at night, 
saxophones and pianos. Here she was, just a girl on 
die torvn, but about the only thing she had missed 
was lions and Christians, and she supposed if she hung 
around long enough she’d have to see that. Widr an 
effort she made herself quit diis line of "drought. It 
was so real to her that she was sure her mother could 
hear her thinking. She opened die bathroom door. Her 
mother had left die bedroom. 

She decided to go away. Alone. Think things out 
She opened her desk drawer where she kept her money, 
and she counted more than thirty dollars. Where to on 
thirty dollars, ividiout asking anyone for more? This 
place, that place, no, no, no. Then yes: at five-thirty 
she could take a boat to Massacliusetts. The City of 
Essex was leaving at five-thirty. She had enough to go 
there and back, pay all her meals, lips, magazines. She 
would take a small overnight bag. 

“Miss Glaw-ria, telephone.” Elsie from doismstairs. 
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T he City of Essex was built in the late I870’s, 
and though to this day she is a fairly sturdy 
craft, her designers were working to catch the custom 
of a public that was different from today’s. Different 
in quite a few ways, the citizens of the Republic in 
the Rutherford Birchard Hayes administration were 
especially different from the Hoover citizens in re- 
gard to the sun. When the City of Essex was built, the 
American people, traveling on ocean-going and coastal 
steamers, liked to be in tlie shade, or at least did not 
feel like dimbing from one deck to another just to get 
stmbumed. Thus the City of Essex had a top deck 
that was little more than a roof for the dining-room. 
It had a sort of cat-walk around this roof, abaft the 
wheelhouse. 

If they were putting that much money into a boat 
today they would have a place on the top deck where 
people could h'e and sit in the sun when the weather 
was fine. They would of necessity have proper hand- 
railing along the edge of the deck. The handrailing 
would be high enough and strong enough to with- 
stand the usual wear and tear on handrailing. 

The City of Essex, however, was built in the late 
I870's, and no matter how amusing passengers might 
find the elaborate decorations and furnishings of the 
dining-room, they could not say much for the hand- 
railing along the top deck of this old side-wheeler. 
That handrailing was too low; it was dangerous. 

But one of the last things Weston Liaaett was 
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worrying about, two decks below the top deck, w; 
the handrailing two decks above him. The big rvon 
was whether Gloria was on board the City of Essex, an 
there were otlier lesser worries. He was a man who 
week ago had a home and now had only a hot 
room. He was insanely infatuated rvith a girl your 
enough to be his daughter (he would not call it lov( 
he was too angry rvith her for that) . He had reaso 
to believe that *e girl was aboard this old tub, bv 
he was not absolutely sure. He was not positive. \Vhi 
was more, he did not want to take any step towai 
finding out. He did not want to do any of the thinj 
by which he could find out. He did not want to as 
the purser (he did not rvant to have anything to do rvil 
the purser, who was a round-shouldered man rvith 
neatly trimmed mustache; thin, and with a way < 
holding his cigarette between the knuckles of h 
first two fingers that made you think right away of 
man fast drying up who at one time had been a gre: 
guy with the women— a man %vho ivould be nasti 
suspicious of any inquiry about a young womai 
rather tall, well dressed, about nventy-two) . He di 
not want to ask a steward or anyone else if such 
young woman had come on board. Probably in ti 
back of Liggett’s mind all this and the precedin 
day had been a strong doubt that his marriage ha 
busted up. The habit of married thinking does nc 
break so soon, not if the marriage has had time t 
mean anything good or bad, and hence the precai 
tions he ^d been taking: when he telephoned Glori 
he did not leave his name, because he rvas not regii 
tered at the hotel under his real name but under th 
name of Walter Little. He had made the reservatio 
on the City of Essex under the name of Walter Littl 
(Ae initios were the same as his own). When h 
tried to reach Gloria he had not left the phony nam 
because he was afraid she would not call back an 
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Walter Little. He had not left his own name because 
he was almost certain she would not call any Weston 
Liggett. And so, all the precautions before getting on 
the boat, and after boarding it. Aboard the City of 
Essex he did not, as he thought of it, wish to shoy/ 
his hand. 

So far as anyone could be sure, he was sure that 
Gloria had no suspicion that he was aboard. She did 
not know where he was. He had been in his room 
when she phoned, but he had deliberately not an- 
swered. He had not called anyone else from the hotel, 
and it was therefore reasonable to suppose that any 
call would be from Gloria. He did not at first know 
why he had not answered, but the moment the phone 
stopped ringing he congratulated himself on a master 
stroke. Gloria's phoning meant that she was home. It 
just possibly meant only that she had phoned her 
home to find out if there had been any messages for 
her, but that was unlikely. It was more likely that she 
was home when she phoned his room at the hotel. 
Acting on his hunches and as part of the master stroke 
he took a cab to "within a block of her house. He dis- 
missed the cab. He was going to be patient. He had 
his mind made up that if Gloria was in that house he 
■would wait ten hours if necessary until she came out 
He bought a couple of afternoon papers at the news- 
stand at the end of Gloria's block, and looking at his 
watch very big, so that anyone who saw him would 
think he had an appointment, he stood with his pa- 
pers, one open, one folded and tucked under his 
arm. He did not have long to wait Less than ten 
minutes after he— as he thought of it— took up his 
vigil, Gloria appeared, carrying a bag. He got out of 
her sight until she got into a taxi. Liggett got into a 
taxi across the street. He pretended to be undedded 
about where to go (as he certainly was imdl Glori.i's 
cab got under way) , Then noddng chat her c.ib '' as 
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turning into a one-ivay street he told his driver to go 
through that street until he made up his mind. His 
mind was made up for him. From one one-way street 
Gloria’s cab went to another one-way street, west- 
bound as was the first. He followed her cab and 
Watched her get out at the Massachusetts and Rhode 
Island Steamship Company pier. He kept his cab a 
few blocks longer, got out and took another cab to the 
M. & R. I. pier, having given Gloria time to get 
aboard. He knew enough about the M. & R. I. ships, 
because he had taken them many times when Emily 
would he spending summers with her family at 
Hyannisport. He knew that they never left on the dot 
of 5:30, and he could take the City of Essex at the 
last minute if he so chose. He did so choose, because 
at next to the last minute a drought came that al- 
most made him give up today's chase: \Vlrat if Gloria 
was going on a trip rvith some odier man? Some 
cheap fellow, to be going on a trip of this kind. It 
was common and clieap. Worse than Atlantic City. He 
almost didn’t go, but then he thought what the hell? 
If she wanted to do that, now "would be the time to 
find it out, and if she didn’t, it would be a swell op- 
portunity to talk to her and get her to listen to reason 
about the coat and all the other things he rvanted to 
discuss "vvith her. He felt weak and impotent when he 
thought how much of his life depended on her con- 
sent. Just her consent. A whim, perhaps. She might 
say no now to something that next week she w’ould 
say yes to. So much depended on her consent, and 
her consent depended so much on his approach. If he 
went at her threateningly she might tell him to go — 
himself, but if he went at it in the right way he 
might easily get her to agree to everything. And one of 
the things he was beginning to want very much to 
have her agree to was that she should sleep with him 
tonight. So when he came aboard the City of Essex 
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Bis plsn W3S -to lie low Jinci jiftcr dinner he wohld tnllc 
to her and then see what happened. He hoped she 
wasn't the kind that gets seasick on Long Island 
Sound. 

On the City of Essex there is a narrow space of 
deck belting all the outside cabins except four on 
each side of the ship. On the starboard and on the 
port side are two sets of four cabins each which the 
reader must remember never to take when traveling 
in the City of Essex. These uncomfortable cabins are 
just forward of the housing that covers the side-wheels 
which propel the ship. Liggett had one of these 
cabins. 

There was nothing to do but sit and look out the 
cabin window. The cabin was very narrow, and Lig- 
gett parked his ass on a little stool and put his fore- 
arms on the window sill and smoked cigarettes. He 
took off his coat and was more comfortable, and really ^ 
it wasn’t bad when you looked out the window. The 
City of Essex goes at a pretty good clip down the 
North River and up the East, under the bridges, past 
the (Liggett was on the port side) ■wasted municipal 
piers of the East River, the unheard-of tramp steamers 
docked north of the Brooklyn Bridge, and on up into 
the section from Mitchell Place north, occupied by 
Beekman. and Sutton Place buildings whicli Liggett 
knew, inhabited by people he knew. He knew by the 
sound . when he was near and under the Queens- 
borough Bridge. There was so much hysterical noise 
of thousands of straphangers and motorists hurrying 
home to their hutches in Queens and Nassau counties. 
All the way up the river, arid especially in the vicinity 
of Hell Gate, Liggett kept thinking what a big job 
It is to be mayor of New York All the dock employees, 
the cop on Exterior Street, the hospital people, the 
cops of the Marine Division, the people who worked 
on Welfare Island (which Liggett of course could not 
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see) , the hospital people on one island and tlie rat- 
fighters on another, the woman who had to live on, a 
city-owned, island because she spread typhoid fever, 
tlie men running the ferry-boats, tlie fellows making 
repairs under one of the bridges— tliere was enough 
of them to make up a goOd-sized (and probably very 
horrible-looking) city. And the only name they all 
knew was James J. Walker. Liggett wondered if Walker 
ever thought of that— and if he did was it a good thing 
for him to think of? Maybe he thought of it too often. 
It was too much of a job for one man. Liggett de- 
cided tliat the next time he saw Walker he would tell 
him he ought to have a rest (although Walker, had 
just got back from one) . Still daylight, , and too 
early by his watch for Liggett to hunt out Gloria. 

Blueprints. Did the average person know how many 
blueprints had to be kept on file for, say, a coal hoist 
like the one he ^vas passing? There were prints of all 
the elevations of the building itself, and floor plans 
and so on; but the prints tliat a plan engineer had 
to use, for instance. The average man tvould look at a 
switchboard and not know that there was a blueprint 
for the board itself, then prints for, the wiring and 
insulation, prints for a dynamo, a separate print for 
various parts like a bearing. Good Lord.l what if you 
could invent a blueprint material that would be a lot 
better than any now in existence, and marketable at 
a profit but selling a little lower than any other to- 
day? You’d make a fortune tliat would be like gold. ' 
For all the blueprints Liggett had looked at he knew 
notliing about how tlie paper was made. Oh, well. 
That wasn’t his line, but all the same it was a fas- 
cinating thing to think about.. All those thousands of 
blueprints. Wlty, in one plant alone, like tire Edison 
plant ... 

A commuting boat, orvned by, a fellow Li^ett knew, 
and supported by five acquaintances of Liggett’s, 
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caught up tvith and passed the City of Essex like a 
bat out of hell. The commuting boat, a two-step 
hydroplane with IVright Ti-phoons. ivas up out of the 
water and going like a bat out of hell. \Vhy did peo- 
ple take such chances in the East River, when a floating 
cigar box hitting the huU when the commuting boat 
was going that fast, would smash through the hull 
and raise hell, probably kill all the passengers and the 
small crew. "Jesus, but some guys are God damn fools,” 
said Liggett. If that was their idea of a thrill, all , 
right; but as a way to get home it was lousy. Granted 
that the Long Island was not the ideal railroad, it 
would still be better than getting killed in a boat 
like that. It would be safer and quicker to take a 
■' plane, because you could land a plane near the yacht 
club which was this boat’s home port. It wouldn’t be 
more expensive to use a plane, either. What God 
damn fools some fellows werel Every single one of 
them a married man -with at least one Wd, and at 
least one of the fellows really rvas not in a position to 
pay his share of the tremendous cost of this boat 
Why did they do things that tray, or anyrvay why go 
so fast? 

But Liggett was only thinking from momentum 
after reminding himself that those fellows were mar- 
ried, He wasn’t thinking much at all; because the 
sight of a boat speeding husbands hometvard did not 
make him feel good. The next time he went home 
there would be strain even, between the girls and 
himself. Emily, naturally you would expect it of her. 
But it would have communicated itself to the girls 
-if indeed. Emily had not actually told them that 
their father would not be living at home any more. 
Ru&. The thing that made him kiss her hand in the 
stapon wagon. The way she had taken charge at the 
I f^ily lup^eon. Oh, the things he wanted to do for 
her, the things he wanted to do with her. Her realhed 
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that for a couple of years now he had been having the 
beginning of anticipation of the day when he would 
be able to take her out to dinner and the theater and 
a night club, to boat races and football games. Prob- 
ably tliere wouldn’t be many times like that; she was 
a beautiful kid. “Jesus, sometimes she takes your 
breath away,” he thought. Not beautiful in a con- 
ventional way. It was more in the eyes, the set of her 
Hi i n when she was sitting quietly on a'porcli or in a 
comer, not knowing she was being watclied. He 
guessed dtere were no new things that a father could 
fee! about his daughter. But he guessed no father felt 
so deeply, little though he might show it. You couldn’t 
show it much with Rutli. Kissing her hand like that on 
Sunday— it had just come over him and he had done 
it, and he knew she liked it. That was good. Her liking 
it. She liked him better than she did Emily. No, but 
in a different way. And he liked her so much better 
than when she was a little kid. She got bigger, and 
your love got bigger. She was more completely a girl, a 
person, and your love tvas more complete. He wanted 
to be with her all the time she was pregnant, when 
she was having her first baby by the swell young guy 
she would marry. Not some older guy who had gone 
around and laid a lot of girls and was out of college 
five or ten years, but someone her own age. Like 
those tsvo people in one of the Galswortliy novels, 
only they -were cousins, weren’t tliey? And they had x 
to be careful not to have children. Ruth. Lovely, dear 
Ruth, that a father could love. 

The tears were in his eyes and one or tivo out over 
tlie lower lid, and he became aivare that he had not 
noticed it at first because dusk had come and dark- 
ness was coming. The light was gone. You were con- 
scious of the curtains in the windows of the small 
yaclus tliat die City of Essex passed. He ivas hungry. 
The clean feeling he had from loving Rudr did not 
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last long. He remembered what be was to do on this 
boat. 


Gloria was hungry too. One more discomfort. The 
other was that ever since she had come aboard the 
City of Essex she had wanted to go to the bathroom, 
and she was afraid to go. She had used toilets in speak- 
easies where to breathe the air seemed pretty risky. 
But there was something intimate about a speakeasy 
in the family. No one who went to the same speakeasy 
as you did would be so mean as to give you some- 
thing. That was almost the way she felt about speak- 
easy toilets; but she always took elaborate precau- 
tions anytvay. But on this old boat ever^’thing was so 
old. The women’s toilet (as distinguished from the 
ladies’ room in a speakeasy, the )ohnny at school, the 
little girls’ room at a party in an apartment, and the 
wash-my-hands on a train) was clean enough, and an 
elderly Negress was there to sell you siety pins. 
Gloria took one look, went into one of the toilets, 
and then came right out The old Negress probably 
thought she was crazy, but this was not Gloria’s day 
for caring what old or young Negresses thought. Fi- 
nally, after failing altogether to win out by "not 
thinking about it,’’ she gave in, went to the bathroom, 
came back and was ready for a fight or a frolic and a 
small steak. 

She was working on the steak when a rvoman spoke 
to her. Gloria was alone at a table for two, the woman 
was alone at a table for four. Always a nice breeze on 
Long Island Sound, isn’t there?’’ said the woman. 

"Yes, isn’t there?" said Gloria. 

"It’s my first ride on one of these boats, although 
ha ha I’ve been to Europe several times. But I wanted 
to take this ride to see what it was like.” 

“Yes. Mm-hmm," said Gloria. 
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"Just about what I expected, I wonder where we’re 
ofE of right now do you suppose? Tiiink we passed 
New Haven? Because I have friends live there. I'm 
from— I’ll bet you didn’t come as far as I did for tlais 
trip. You’re a New Yorker, I can tell that, aren’t you?’’ 

"You can tell it to anyone you please,” was what 
Gloria wanted to say. "Yes, New York," was what she 
said. 

“Want to come over and sit at my table? There 
isn’t anyone else sitting here, and we’re the only 
ladies traveling by ourselves I notice.” 

"Well— do you mind if I finish my steak? It’d be so 
much trouble to move noAV. But thank you. I’ll have 
dessert Avith you if I may.” She Avished she had Avhat 
some girls had: the ability to get rid of bores, instead 
of talking nervously and not thinking Avhat she Avas 
saying. She didn’t Avant to have dessert Avith this 
school-teacher or Avhatever she Avas. 

"Then I’ll come over to your table. I’m all finished 
eating, but I’d like to have a dgarette, only I hate to 
light one here Avhen I’m sitting by myself. It looks 
funny. Yih knoAv? When yih see a Avoman eating by 
herself smoking in a public restrunt. Where are you 
from? Oh, you did tell me, Ncav York. Tsih. I Avant 
to go to Ncav York for a real stay some time. I’m al- 
Avays going some place Avhen I go to Ncav York, on 
my Avay to Europe or else home after being to Europe. 
Oh, did I bum you?” Hot sulphur from the Avoman’s 
match Avas scratclied loose and stung Gloria’s Avrist. 
"Here, let me have a look. . . . No, it’s all right. It 
may bum a little. I’d put something on it if 1 Avere 
you. AAvfuI the Avay they make these matches. I sup- 
pose that Ivan Avhat’s his name made these. The match 
king, from Denmark. No, SAveden. Do you see that 
man over there Avith the cigar? That’s the reason Avhy 
I wanted to sit Avith somebody. He’s dmnk.” 

"He looks sober,” said Gloria. 

Not, though. Drank as a coot. Tight as a tick.” 
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; “Tight as a tick. Did you make that up: Just 

now?” said Gloria. , . v = 

“Oh, no. Why, we say that all the time at home. 

Tight ’as a tick? Didn’t you ever say that?" ^ 

“Never heard it before in my life. Vlhzt does it 

mean? What is a tick?” 

“Well, I’ve always wondered that too, but I guess it 
must be something tight. It couldn’t mean the tick of 
a watch, because I don’t see anything tight about the 
tick of a watch, mat do they say in your aowd 
when someone is three sheets to the wind?” 

“1 have no crowd,” 

"Well-I mean, your friends. WTiat do they say when 
someone is imder the iveather?" 

“Oh,” said Gloria, “Well, I don't think you'd like 
what they say." 

“Really? Why? Is it risque?" 

‘Tes,aHttle.’' 

“TeU me. "What is it? I won’t be shocked.” 

"Well,” said Gloria. "Most of my friends, my men 
friends, they say, T was stewed to the balls last night’ 
My girl friends—” 

“Really. I took you for a lady but I see I was WTong. 
Excuse me" said the woman, and stood up and left 
the room. 

“I didn’t have to do that, but I guess I had to," 
Gloria told herselL "Now I’d like a drink, and isn't 
it nice? I won’t be able to get one." She smoked a 
cigarette, hopii^ the strange woman would come back 
and think she looked funny. She went out on deck, 
and on the radio on deck the Connecticut Yankeet 
were plu^ng Mr. Vallee’s recording of “The Wind 
in the Willows.” The air was pretty good. There was 
no moon. 


This was one of Gloria’s nights for not looking j 
men. At a party or at a ball, in a railroad station or 
public speakeasy, on the street, at a football 
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of looking at men. She either did one or the other: 
she either got the eye of a stranger and stared hiih 
dotvn, giving lum a complete and unmistakable going 
over Ae wayiew American men have tlie nerve to do 
■with American -ivomen; or else she all but did what 
they call in the movies “fig bar.” Fig bar is a term 
•which covers the -whole attitude of the very bashful 
child; the toes turned in, eyes lowered, and especially 
the finger in the moutli. Gloria could be bashful when 
she wanted to, and she frequently wanted to. She 
never got over her real terror of a strange crowd. She 
could not recall a time when this was not true. It 
was true of her as a child, and on one occasion it 
had made her do somedring she never got over re- 
gretting. It was at a party, and it was that she had 
stayed -^vith a man rvith four other people looking 
on; two men, two women. The other women warited 
to do it, and did, but Gloria was the first. It ■^vas one' 
of the few times in her life that she did something 
that made her repeatedly ask why she had done it. 
When she discovered that the reason probably was 
that she was shorving off more intensely than ever 
before, and that the reason for wanting to show off 
was this unconquerable shyness— it didn’t make the 
whole thing any better. She was glad when one of the 
women who had seen it, a second-string mo-vie actress, 
died. That made one less person who had seen it. She 
wished the others would die, too. But she did not 
rvish it very strongly, because she knew that the other 
woman, not the actress, probably rvished Gloria dead 
too. And it did nothing to cure her shyness. It only 
made it worse. Sometimes just as she was about to 
enter a bar she would remember the time— and she 
could hardly force herself to enter the bar. Other 
times she would be passing a row of tables and she 
would hate her evening gown for the very things that 
had influenced her selection of it: its ddcolletage, the 
way it fit over tire hips. Full well she knew the move- 
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ment of her own hips as she walked, as though eas 
hip were a fist, clenching and unclenching, • — 

rhythm locked forever, reminding hero! a xaetrouom j 
She knew, because she had "watched omer 
girl walks aaoss a room,_her hips going 
tick-tock. The girl becomes self-conscious and stops at 
a table, interrupting the rhythm with the hip resung 
on tick; but when she resumes her walk, tack goes tne 
other hip, and tick-tock. 

It was dark on deck and on Long Island Sonno- l ne 
thin bars of light on Long Island and Gonnscttcul 
shore were better light than the cheap lamps c~ 
deck. Gloria told the steward to put a chair in ths 
middle of the deck for her. She did not notice aspne. 

Thus she did not see Liggett, who was leaning 
against the rail on the starboard side, looking at Long 
Island and being honest with himself in that he vras 
guessing, and guessing only, the position of the CiJy 
of Essex, When he heard Gloria’s heels on deck, he 
tightened up. He knew the sound for the sound of a 
girl's shoes. He turned and saw that she did not look, 
in his direction. He watched a steward put a chair 
down for her. He left and went to the dining-room. 

The Negro waiter was none too pleasant about giv- 
ing him something to eat, as it was past the dinner 
hour, but Liggett was not in a mood for humoring 
waiters. When the Negro brought the soup Liggett 
said; Take that back. It's cold.” He knew the Negro 
was making a face at him and when he began to mum- 
ble Liggett looked up and said: "What?" so quickly 
that you could hardly hear the t. All aspirate. Then 
the white headwaiter came over and asked if there 
w« anything wrong, and Liggett said no. thank you. 
The Negro picked up the plate and the headwaiter 

going on. The Negro answering the man said the 
soup TO cold, the headwaiter telling him well then 
for Chnsfs sate bring *o, s„„p a„g aitoul i" 
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and the Negro whining that cole soop want his fa 
clief to blame for cole soop and anyway looka wl 
time tis. Liggett was pretty well pleased, with ( 
way he had handled the situation, not snitching to I 
headwaiter. 

Abruptly, he stood up. The headwaiter rushed o' 
to him. "Anything rvrong, sir?” 

“1 don’t feel well. I think I’d better have some ai 
He didn’t feel sick but he certainly didn’t want to 
his dinner. "Never mind the dinner.” 

"I'm sorry, sir," said the headwaiter. 

" 'T’s all right,” said Liggett. 

He went up on deck again and Gloria was not 
her chair. She was standing at the rail on the p 
side. It was noticeably colder and the only other p 
pie on deck were an Italian-American and his w 
and two children, the Italian trying to get his mont 
worth of sea air, and the sleepy wife and cliildi 
looking up to him for the signal to go to bed. 

“Hello," said Liggett 

Gloria turned to give him cold stare Number 
but said: "Good GodI" 

“I’m quite a stranger,” said Liggett. 'Til say it 
you.” 

“I wasn't going to say that. What— how did you h 
pen to be on this boat?” 

"You don’t think I just happened to be on boa 
do you?” 

"No, but how did you know I was going to be 
this boat?” 

"I followed you.” 

"Ooh. What a cheap trick. Followed me.” 

"Well, I had to see you.” 

*Tou didn’t have to follow me. You could h 
called me again.” 

Then I’d have missed you. You left-your hous 
short time after you 'got my message.”, 
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“It "was youT. message. I thought it was. 

“Yes, it -vvas my message. Do you want to sit dotvn? 
“Not particularly." 

“Ido.” ' 

“I’d rather stand. Aren't you afraid people wil 

hnowyou?" _ , , 

“Who, for instance? Those Italians? They look lik 

friends of mine?” 

“You never can. tell." - 

“Anyivay, there they go,” said Liggett. “Now listei 
to me for five minutes, will you please?” 

“ni sit down now. I'm wecik.” 

“IVhy?” 

“Well, the way you suddenly appear." 

"Been on the boat since five-tlurty." 

“You kill me.” 

"Here. Do you want to sit here?” he. said. “Now loo 
here—” 

“Oh, no, thanks. I don’t want any of those not 
look here discussions.” 

“I’m sorry. How shall I begin?” 

“Are you all right? I mean after the fight? I though 
you’d be hurt pretty badly.” 

“I may have a rib kicked loose.” 

“Well, don't fool around with that, then. I kneiv 
boy had a rib kicked loose in football and finally i 
punctured his lung.” 

“You wouldn’t want that to happen to me, wouI( 
you?” 

“No. Whether you believe it or not, I wouldn’t.” 
“Why not? Simple humanitarian instincts or what?’ 
“No. Better than that. Or worse.” 

“What?” 

“I love you.” 

‘Aw-haw. That’s a laueh.” 

"I know.” 

“What makes you think you love me?” 

257 


JOHN O’HARA 

“I don’t know. Nothing makes me think I love you. 
It’s closer than that It isn't as far away from me as 
something making me think I love you. It’s knoiving 
that I do love you. I don’t expect you to believe it, 
but it’s true." 

“I beg your pardon. Have a cigarette.” 

"Oh, how nice. American cigarettes. There’s a big 
fine if you’re caught smuggling them into Massachu- 
setts.” 

“Don’t kid." 

“All right" 

He reached for her hand, but she would not let 
him hold it. "No. You wanted to talk. Talk, then.’' 

“All right’’ he said. “Well, in the first place, I’ve left 
my wife. Or rather— I don't know how to put it Tech- 
nically I have left my wife—’’ 

"Permanently?” 

“Permanently? Why, yes. Of course permanently." 

“Of course permanently,” she repeated. “As a mat- 
ter of fact you don’t know whether it’s permanently 
or not I can tell by your tone, you haven’t even 
thought about that phase of it.” 

"No, I guess I haven’t figured it out by monilis and 
days and years. Are you cold?” 

“Yes. But we’ll stay here.” 

"You don’t have to be nasty about it I merely 
asked.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

‘Well, to get back to the subject. My wife and I 
have split up. Permanently. 1 told her about you—” 

‘Why did you do that?” 

“I didn’t mention your name.” 

"That isn’t rvhat I meant Why did you tell her 
before you told me?” 

^I didn’t have much chance to tell you, remember.” 

Even so you should have told me. You should 
have rvaited; What did you do that for? I’m not a 
homeivrecker. You have children. It’s the worst kind 
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of luck to break up a home. You should have told me 
first.” 

“I don’t see what difference that would have made. 
It had nothing to do with the facts." 

“What facts? You mean my sleeping with you? Did 
you tell her I slept with you in your apartment? Did 
you?" 

“Yes.” 

“Oh, you fool. You awful fool. Oh. Oh. Oh, Liggett. 
Why did you do that? You poor man. Ah, kiss me.” 

He kissed her. She put her hand on the back of his 
neck. “What else did you do? What else did you tell 
her?" she said. 

“I told her everything except your name.” 

‘What did she say?” 

'Well, I didn’t give her much chance to say any- 
thing. I told her I loved you.” 

'Yes. And didn’t she ask you my name? No, she 
wouldn’t want to know that. She’ll find out soon 
enough, 1 suppose.” 

"I didn’t want to tell her your name. I wouldn’t 
have if she’d asked me.” 

“She wouldn’t be in any hurry to know that now. 
What are her plans?” 

"I'm not sure. I told her I’d give her a divorce in 
New York if she wanted it. I’d give hex grounds.” 

Gloria laugh^ ‘You already have.” 

"That’s exactly what she said.” 

“Is she going to accept your kind offer?” 

‘‘I_^ think she plans to go to Reno.” 

"Why go to all that expense? Get her to get one in 
New York. I II be the umdendfied woman in the lacy 
negligee.’’ 

"No. Reno’s better.” 

^ "It's expensive. It costs a lot of money to go to 
Reno, so I’m told.” - & 



But I think she wants to go to Reno, so whatever 
wants to do is all right with me, except we’H 
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have to' have some arrangement about my seeing tli( 
children.” 

“How old are tliey?” 

"Rutli, tlie older one, she’s going on sixteen, ot 
maybe she is sixteen, and tlie younger one, Barbara, 
she’s nvo years younger.” 

"Yes, I remember now. You did tell me. But that’s 
not so good. Isn’t tlie older one going to have a 
coming-out party?” 

“I doubt it like hell. Those tilings cost. Two years 
ago, yes. But not this year, or next year.” 

“Next year we’re going to have a revolution.” 

“Where do you get that kind o£ talk? Revolution. In 
tliis country? We might have a Democrat president, 
but— or is tliat what you mean by revolution.” 

"I mean bloody revolution. Heads on staffs or staves 
or whatever you call tliem. Pikes. Your head, for in- 
stance. All the rich. Your head and a straw hat with a 
Racquet Club band on it. That’s the ivay tliey’re 
going to tell ivhich heads to cut off. Dekes, Psi U’s,. 
Racquet Club, Squadron A." 

“Will you marry me?” he said. 

"I ivas trying to get your mind off that You don’t 
have to feel you’re bound to ask me that.” 

“It’s pretty obrious tliat I’m not doing tin's because 
I have to. It’s because I want to. Do you want to 
get married?” 

"To you, yes, but—” 

“There are no buts. If you want to, we will. There 
isn’t any other consideration.” 

“On the contrary, there are tliousands of otlier con- 
siderations, but tliey don't matter.” 

“That’s what I meant;” 

No, it isn’t. But we won’t argue tlie point. Yes, 
I’ll marry you. You get the divorce fixed up and all. 
tliat and I’ll marry you and I’ll be a good ivife, too.” 

“1 know you will.” 


260 



BUTTERFIELD 8 


"Oh, not for the reason you think. You think be- 
cause I've been around like a man and I’m ready to 
settle down. That’s not the real reason why I’ll be a 
good wife.” 

"Isn’t it?” 

“Absolutely not. Do you want to know the real rea- 
son? Because it’s bom in me. My mother. I was think- 
ing today what a wonderful rvife she was to my father, 
and still is after all these years. In a way of course 
you’re right. Living the kind of life I've led then find- 
ing out that there’s only one life for a woman. I know 
you’d rather not have me mention the kind of life I’ve 
led, but I can’t just pretend it never existed.” 

"Where’s your stateroom?” 

"It’s on my key. Where's yours? I'd rather go to 
yours." 

He told her how to get to his. "I’ll go do-\vn now,” 
he said. 

“I’ll be down in five minutes,” she said. 

In his stateroom he thought what an a^vful place it 
was to bring her to. Then when she knocked on his 
door he was embarrassed some more. He sat on the 
lower berth and she faced him and he put his arms 
around her at the hips. Here she was, just under her 
clothes, standing mth her hands holding the upper 
berth and ready for anything he wanted. 

“No!” she said. 

‘What?” 

“I don’t want you to,” she said. 

“You will,” he said. “Sit down." 

"No, darling.” She sat down on the berth beside 
him. 

“What’s the matter?” he said. 

"I don’t know.” 

‘Yes, you do. What is it?” 

She looked half way around the tiny stateroom and 
then brought her head back to looking straight ahead. 
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"Oh," he said. "iSUt it won t anvriys uc ukc mis.” 

“But I don’t want it ever to be like this, ever again. 
Not even now.” 

"Then we can go to your room,” he said. 

"No. It isn’t much better. It's bigger, but not bet- 
ter. It’s still a dirty little stateroom on the City of 
Essex." 

"Only for tonight,” he said. “I want you so much. I 
love you, Gloria.” 

"Yes, and 1 love you even more. Ah, no. Look. Look 
at that bed. Those sheets. They weigh a ton. Damp. 
Cold. And we can’t both stand up at the same time 
in this room. Oh, the whole thing. Like a traveling 
salesman and his chippy." 

“You’re no chippy, and I’m not a traveling sales- 
man. We’re as good as married now. Signing a lot of 
papers won’t make us more so." 

"Yes, it will. Not signing the papers, but what the 
papers imply trill. I’m going up to get some air and 
then to my room. Do you want to come along?” 

"To your room?” 

“No. On deck. I tvon’t stay trith you tonight, on 
this boat. If you don’t want to come trith me, all 
right, darling. I’ll see you in. the morning. When we 
get off the boat we can go to a hotel and I’ll go right 
to bed with you. But not here.” 

"Mm." 

"It isn’t scruples. You know that. It’s just so God- 
damned—’’ 

"Cheap and vulgar, I suppose. You’re a fine one to 
talk.” 

“I know. That’s just it. Good night. If you don’t 
want to see me in the morning, all right Good night.” 

He did not answer, and she left He sat there, hating 
her for a moment for tlie truth was he wanted her 
in this room almost as mudi as he wanted her at all. 
The vepr smallness of the room would make it good, 
h'ke being in a box. It would be new. 

26s 



BUTTERFIELD 8 

And then he began to see what she meant. He was 
sorry for what he had said (but knew he could make 
it up) . What he wanted to do was to see her before 
she went to bed, tell her he was sorry, and tell her 
she was right about the room. She was no common 
tart, and she had a right to object to lying on this 
bed. He. put on his vest and coat and left the room. 

The sounds that the boat made muffled the heavy 
thump of his feet on the deck. That was the only way 
he knew how noisy the boat was. Ordinarily he made 
' a lot of noise walldng, but the big pistons that turned 
the side wheels, and the wheels themselves, and the 
nose of the City of Essex pushing into the water, and 
the rather stiff offshore breeze— it wasn’t sail. “Jeep,” 
he said, when he meant to say Gee. The breeze filled 
his mouth and made him gulp. 

One deck, two decks, and no Gloria. He saw a sign 
hanging from a cord, Passengers Not Allowed on Top 
Deck Alter 8 p.m. That's where she would be. 

He climbed over the cord and the sign and walked 
slowly up the stairs. There was no need to proceed 
-quietly, Apparentiy every passenger had gone to bed 
and it was Liggett’s guess that no deckhand would be 
at work on the City of Essex at this hour. 

At the top of the steps he could see only the out- 
line of the wheel house, and the City of Essex’s single 
stack and some ventilators. There was one short string 
of light on the shore, and it was all dark otherwise. 
Then he saw Gloria, he guessed it was Gloria, sitting 
on the dining-salodn rooL She turned at that moment 
and saw him, her ^es having become better accus- 
tomed to the darkness. She got up and ran forivard. 
Then she stopped and looked around. 

Oh, all right," he called, and turned and started 
down the stairv/ay. Half way dovm. he heard a scream, 
or thought he heard a scream. K.^ ran down the few 
remaining steps, and this time h.-? kn.evr he heard a 
saeam. He looked down at the iust in fimp 
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to see Gloria getting sucked in by the side wheel. Then 
tlie boat stopped. 

"There was nothing I could do," said Liggett to 
nobody. 



T here is not much room between the blades of 
the side wheels and the housing that covers 
each wheel. It was half an hour before they got what 
was left of Gloria out from between the blade and 
the housing, and nobody wanted to do it then. If she 
had fallen overboard abaft the housing she would 
have been shot away from the City of Essex by the 
force of the wheel, but where she fell was just for- 
ward of the housing, and there is a tremendous suck 
there. The City of Essex is always pulling in floating 
timber and dead dogs and orange peel, and sometimes 
when the wheel makes it' turn the stuff is kicked out 
again. Sometimes not The men in the wheelhouse 
■ heard the second scream and signaled to stop. By that 
time Gloria was caught by the blades and was pulled 
up into the housing, counterclockwise, in one long 
crush. She probably was killed the first time a blade 
batted her on the skull, by the same blade that 
pulled her up into the housing. There "Was no place 
in her body where there was a length of bone un- 
broken more than five inches. One A. B. fainted when 
he saw what he was going to have to do. The captain 
of the City of Essex, Anthony W. Parker, had only 
seen one thing like it before in his life, and that was a 
man in the black gang of the old Erma when the Erma’s 
boiler -burst off Nantucket in 1911. Captain Parker di- 
rected the removal of the woman’s body from the 
wheel. He and two A. B.’s entered the housing from 
inside the boat The A. B.’s carried an ordinary army 
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blanket. One of the A. B.’s accepted a slug of brandy 
from the captain’s flask; the other man was going to 
take one, but he decided he could work better with- 
out it. They put the blanket over tlie body first, then 
gently rolled the body over and into tlie blanket. Cap- 
tain Parker helped tliem carry the body inside the hull. 
"Go on back and see if you can find the other hand," 
said Captain Parker. "She may have been wearing 
a ring. Have to find out who she is." The searcli for the 
otlier hand was unsuccessful. 

“Keep that covered up,” said Captain Parker, ivhen 
the blanket fell open. "Go on back with you," he said, to 
tlie engine room crew who had collected. 

The chief steward was called and he sent for one 
of the stevvardesses, a middle-aged Negress. She 
screamed and rvas hard to manage, and it took five 
minutes for them to persuade her to examine just 
tlie girl’s clothing, whicli tliey shoived her by lifting a 
comer of the blanket. It took ten more minutes to 
get some ansiver out of her, and tlien she said yes, she 
recognized the dress, and gave the number of Gloria’s 
stateroom. The captain sent someone there, and the 
someone returned, saying it must be her, her bed, 
hadn't been slept in and the room didn't look oc- 
cupied. 

"She only come aboard to do the Dutch act,” said 
Captain Parker. It was a hell of a thing. A young girl. 
Probably in the family way. The tliought never 
crossed his mind that it was anytliing but suicide. A 
young girl, maybe eighteen, maybe twenty-one, accord- 
ing to the stewardess, ivho came on board alone, ate 
alone, according to the cliief steward (who remem- 
bered her come to tliink of it, after hearing die 
steivardess describe her; and was corroborated by die 
purser) , and was not seen talking to anyone. Captain 
Parker had to make a complete report for the oiraers 
and for the port authorities in New York and Massa- 
dmsetts. Some assistant district- attorney that wanted 
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to get his name in the paper probably would be do^^m 
snooping around and trying to make sometliing of it 
But here was one case of premeditated suicide and 
no two ways about it It was too bad she didn’t jump 
off the stem, but if you wanted to die that mucli it > 
probably didn’t make much difference which way you 
did it Captain Parker hoped for her sake she got one 
on the skull when she was drawm in, othenvise it iv'as 
a terrible death, judging from the looks of her. A 
terrible death. Well, girls got themselves in the family 
way these days irregardless of all the w^ap they had 
now that they didn’t use to have to keep from get- 
ting that way. Captain Parker wondered whether he 
ought to say the Lord’s Prayer over the body, but he 
looked around at his officers and men, and no, no 
Lord’s Prayer in front of them. Fandiette, one of the 
A. B.’s, from Pawtucket, had crossed himself when he 
saw the body. That enough. If die girl’s family 
wanted to, they could have a service and all the 
prayers they wanted. 

The City of Essex resumed her trip, the tisst 
morning in port the pa^aigers were tc- sfve 

their names and addresses before leavinx me ifr. 
Othenvise to most of the passensers the trie is 
usual, and many left the boat unavTare cz amai 
occurred. Liggett had one aT-rfd rrmrem he 
almost forgot to write IValter litrle of hfr 

real name. He took a taxi from the trier to dm rail- 
road station and from there took the fct train to 
New York. 




T he trip to New York was old, old scenery for 
Liggett— the years in prep school and college and 
at Harvard and on leave during the war and visiting 
Emily at Hyannisport But he never took his eyes off 
the scenery, old or not. There comes one time in a 
man’s life,' if he is unlucky and leads a full life, when 
he has a seaet so dirty that he knows he never will 
get rid of it. (Shakespeare knew this and tried to say 
it, but he said it just as badly as anyone ever said it 
"All the perfumes of Arabia” makes you think of all 
the perfumes of Arabia and nothing more. It is the 
trouble with all metaphors where human behavior is 
concerned. People are not ships, chess men, flowers, 
race horses, oil paintings, bottles of champagne, excre- 
ment, musical instruments, or anything else but peo- 
ple. Metaphors are all right to give you an idea.) 

Liggett thought he knew what had happened, and 
he called himself a murderer. Then he stopped calling 
himself a murderer, because he began to like it, and 
this was no time to like what you were calling your- 
self. A murderer is a man in an opera box with a black 
cape and a dirk; a man with a .38 automatic and an 
unfaithful wife; a man in leather chaparejos with 
many conchos, and a Marlin rifle. It is a hard thing 
to get away from the thinking you do as a boy, when 
you learn that a murderer is a noble criminal. You 
have to unlearn it. Liggett had seen one murder in 
his life. In France. He had seen many men killed, and 
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some in hand-to-hand fighting, but only one murd 
One of his men was fighting a German and getting i 
best of the German, with the German beginning 
bend over backward against the trench. The Ain( 
can could easily have taken care of the German, 1 
one of Liggett’s sergeants, taJking his time about 
came up and fired his pistol twice into the Germa 
ear. That was murder. And in his way the serge; 
was a murderer. He belonged to the long line 
murderers and not of warriors. Gang kflh'ngs wi 
murder. 

It was a reprehensible thing, but murderers b( 
some relation to history. What he had done bore 
relation to history, and never would. He hoped 
never would. He didn't want it to. He hated hayi 
this secret but he wanted no one else to have it— a 
knew that he was leaning forward in his seat so tl 
the train would hurry and he could spill it all 
Emily. 

Now there was Emily. Always before there had be 
Emily and always would be. He thought away frc 
that, the way on a train you think away from thinj 
A good thought comes and is the big thing in yo 
mind, but it sticks there and the dick of the c 
wheels over the joints, espedally on lines that use £ 
pound and other light rail, lulls you to sleep wi 
your eyes open, the thought sticking in your min 
then forgotten, supplanted by another thought. 

Thus the drought of Emily, giving way to ti 
thought of what had happened last night He cori 
see it all, induding what he had missed. When Glor 
ran and he called to her, he believed she could he 
his voice, the angry tone, but not the words; and i 
she ran again when he called, "Oh, all right" She w; 
headed for the stairway on the port side, behind tl 
wheel house but pretty far forward, hoping to gi 
away from him by running down the stairs. But i 
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the darkness and on account of the motion of the 
ship she ran smack into the rail, whicli is extremely 
low on the top deck of the City of Essex. She most 
likely hit the rail just below or just aboxit at her 
knees. The forward throw of the upper part of her 
body— and she fell into the water. The scream, and 
then the second scream, and he knew he could not 
save her, knew it the fraction of a second after he 
comprehended what was happening. Well, he could 
have died with her. 

He would tell it all to Emily. Yes, he knew he was 
afraid not to tell her. If she told him to go to the 
police and tell what happened, he would do it. But he 
would not tell them without being told tp do it. 
Yes, he knew he hoped she would tell him not to go 
to the police. 

At Grand Central he went through the passage and 
up the steps to the Biltmore, got his key, went to his 
room, came doxvn and paid his bill. Back to the Grand 
Central, he gave the bag to a Red Cap (he did not 
want anyone to see him carrying it) . He told the Red 
Cap to check the bag and bring him the check. He 
bought the afternoon papers. The story was on the 
front pages of the Journal and the Telegram— 
World-Telegram, they were calling it now, and it 
looked like something they got out during a printer’s 
strike. There was nothing in the Evening Post, the 
paper Emily read. The Journal had a headline: 

MYSTERY DEATH N. Y. GIRL IN L. I. SOUND. The Story WaS 
to the effect that mystery surrounded the death of 
Gloria Wandrous, 18, brunette, pretty, and her leap to 
death from the City of Essex. She was identified by 
her clothing! 

Liggett read no more. 'V^^^at about Emily’s coat? 
Where in God’s name was that coat? If Gloria had 
kept it at home it would be easy to identify it. The 
police never had any trouble identifying a thing like 
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that, an expensive mink coat. They would go right 
to Emily. It was all right for her, but where was her 
husband that night? \^at was her coat doing in Miss . 
Wandrous's apartment or house? Did she know Miss 
Wandrous? Did she know of her husband’s relations 
with Miss Wandrous? Was. she shielding her husband? 
Where was her husband that night? Then that cop 
in the speakeasy. He would make a report. The bar- 
tender would see it in the papers and he would com- 
ment on it to the cop, and the cop would report that 
the girl had had trouble tvith a man’s attentions 
the Tuesday before she killed herself— t/ she killed 
herself. Then the people in the speakeasy the night he 
introduced himself to Gloria. They were the kind, of ■ 
people who reveled in anything like inside informa- 
tion when there tvas a scandal. . • ‘Did you read about 
poor Gloria? Gloria Wandrous? Yes. Why, yes. Why,' 
we were with her and what’s his name, Weston Lig- 
gett, at Duilio’s the other night. Isn’t it awful? The , 
poor kid. I thought Liggett had taken quite a shine 
to her." Then there was that kid, Brunner. Just a 
friend, Gloria had said, but a friend would be worse 
now than a lover. All her lovers were checking their 
alibis for last night, and they would be only too glad 
to keep out of the whole thing, but not a friend. 
Liggett went home. 

He still had his key and he let himself in. The maid 
answered his questions: No, there had been no call- 
ers or telephone messages; yes, Mrs. Liggett was out 
and would be back around three o’clock. She was 
shopping, the maid said. 

Liggett chain-smoked cigarettes and poured himself 
a dnnk but could not drink anything but water. Then ■ 
he sat dotvn and wote Emily a note. ‘‘Emily,’’ he - ■ 
wrote. ‘‘Please meet me at ‘21’ at four o’clock. This is ' 
terribly important and I beg of you to come. TV,” 
Then he called Lockheed, next in charge at the office, 
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and told Lockheed he had been ill-‘'confidendaiiy 
I’ve been on my semi-annual bender”— and Lockheed 
said everything was under control, no messages o£ any 
importance, he would send up bids on the Brooklyn 
job for Liggett’s approval, but it didn’t look like they 
would get the contract as old John McCooey was sore 
about something 

Liggett had had an idea. He would go to Brunner 
and ask him quite frankly whether he knew anything 
about the fur coat He was sure Brunner did knotv 
about the coaL It was the kind of thing Gloria would 
regret doing, and she would discuss it with a friend- 
And Liggett beUeved it possible for Gloria to have a 
friend. He believed Brunner was her friend. He had 
had a girl the other night. Not bad, either; and a 
man who was having an affair with Gloria wouldn’t 
be likely to bring along an attractive girl. Anytvay, 
Liggett's plan was to tell Brunner he had read about 
Gloria, how sorry he was, how much he loved Gloria. 
He might even go so far as to say he and Gloria 
planned to get married, but he would have to be care- 
ful how he did that He would have to be ready to 
say that now that she was dead, there was no use 
having a lot of trouble— two young girls— the coat 
If he knew how to get the coat or where it was, he 
was sure that was what Gloria would want done. 

Liggett found the address in the telephone book, 
and went there by subway and on foot Brunner, 
thank God, was in. He recognized Liggett which en- 
couraged Liggett but also put some worry in reserve. 

“Mr. Brunner, I don’t know whether you remem- 
ber me,” said Liggett 

“Yes. Mr. Liggett. What can I do for you?” 

Well— no, thanks. I’ve been smoking too much all 
day. I guess you' know why I came.” 

“I imagine something about Gloria. You knew she—” 

“I just saw it in the afternoon papers,” said Liggett. 
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"i don’t know how to start. You were her best friend, 
she told me." 

"Guess so." 

"Did she tell you about us, about our plans?” 

"Well, I knew you were having an affair,” said 
Eddie. Eddie stood up. "Listen, did you come here 
about that God damn coat? Because if you did, there it 
is. Take it and stick it. I don’t want you coming here 
with a long face and all you're worried about is , are 
you going to get mixed up in a public scandal. You 
want the coat, so take it. I’m sure I don’t Avant it. She 
didn’t want it either. The only reason she took' the 
God damn thing was because you tore the clothes off 
her. Guys like you put her where she is today. I 
wouldn't be surprised if you were the real—" The 
doorbell rang. 

‘Who’s that?” 

“Probably a friend of mine.” Eddie pushed the re- 
lease button and then poked his head out and looked 
dotvn the hall. "Who is it?” 

“Mr. Brunner? My name is Malloy and I would like, 
to talk to you spare a minute of your time I’d like to. 
ask you a few spare if you— " 

“Talk sense, what do you want? Oh, it’s yoti.” 

“I think I'll run along," said Liggett. 

“All right," said Eddie. “I'll send you those draw- 
ings. Where do you want them? Home or your of-' 
fice?” 

"Uh— home, if it isn’t too much trouble,” said Lig- 
gett. . ' • • * . 

Just as much trouble to send it home :as to your . 
office," said Eddie. “Good day, , sir." 

“May I come in?” said Malloy. 

“Not if you’re going to get tough you can't" 

■, “Oh-h, I remember you." - • ■' ' 

"Yeah, you oughta,” said Eddie. “Well, what do you, 
want? Are you looking for a piano player?” 
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“No, this is business. I'ni a reporter. From the 
Herald Tribune." 

“Oh.” 

"Well, it’s a living. Or was till today. I think this 
may be my last assignment, so help me out, will you? 

I got drunk yesterday on the Crowley story. Jesus, did 
they shoot up that place! You know the story?” 

“I haven’t been out to get a paper.” 

“Two-Gun Crowley? They got him yesterday. They 
had the whole Police Department up there. Ninetieth 
Street, West Side. Crowley and another guy and Crow- 
ley's girl." 

“Oh, did they kill him?” 

“No, not him. But he’ll bum. Whenever you kill a 
cop you bum. When two lines intersect the vertical 
angles are equal, and when somebody kills a cop they 
bum, and when I get excited on a story I usually get 
stewed, I told them I got some tear gas, but I didri’t 
get away with it,” 

“Tell me some more about yourself. Mister.” 

"No, not mow. Some other time. Maybe tomorrow, I 
came here to ask you about this Gloria Wandrous. 
You were a pretty good friend of hers, weren’t you? 
You were, weren’t you?” ■ ■ 

“Not the way you mean.” 

"Well, that’s what I want to know. Who was? I ivant 
to get a line on her friends. I’m not writing the story. 
I’m just what they call digging up facts. Me di^ng 
up facte, for Christ’s sake. I write, I’m not a digger.” 

“You’re an artist.” 

In my way. So are you. You probably think you’re 
a good painter. Another George Luks or uh, Picasso, 
to n^e two. The only two I can think of.” 

^Listen,. Bud, if it’s all the same to you.” ! 

‘Well, when did you last see Miss Wandrous?” 

^ Sunday night.” - 

Mm. That’s veiy funny. Then it couldn’t have been 
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you having lunch with her only yesterday at the 
Brevoort. She left first and you tooh a bus uptown. 
But of course if you say so." 

"Are you going to put this in the paper?” 

"That’s what I’m supposed to be, a reporter.” 

"Well, then you’d better get it straight.” 

"I won’t get it straight if you hold out on me or lie. 
Listen, is this the first time you were ever iriter- 
vietved by the worlang press? If it is, let me' tell you 
something. The rest of the boys t^dll be here in a little 
while. The Trib isn’t a scandal sheet so you'll get a 
better break telling me tlie truth than telling me a lie. 
If you tell me the truth I’ll knotv what to print. But 
if you start telling tliose boys from tlie tabs lies 
they’ll have you tied in knots. They’re real reporters. 
I’m not. I’m the kind of reporter that wants to be a 
dramatic critic, but those babies tvill tear this place 
upside dotvn— ” 

"And where will the police be while all this is 
going on?” 

"Probably outside to see that you don’t get a-way. 
There’s one guy on this story that was bom in this 
neighborhood, and he knows all the angles. Now you 
come across tvith some straight talk and tlien I’ll give 
you a lift uptoivn. Was she depressed when you saw 
her yesterday?” 

"Yes." 

“my?” 

"She didn’t tell me. I thought she had spring fever.” 

"She didn’t give you any hint of why she was de- 
pressed?” 

“Nope.” 

‘Was she pregnant?” 

"Liss-senn.” 

‘Who, was she that way about? Quite a few, I 
ga^er, hut which one in particular?” 

;v:Nobody tliat I know of." , 

..'"Was she married?” 
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"No. I’m pretty sure of that.” 

“Now here’s one you won’t like. Is it true she too 
dope?” 

“No, not since I knew her.” 

“How long is that?” 

"Two years.” 

“Well, she didn’t tell you everything. She took dop 
all righL What about her relations wth her mothe 
and uncle? What about that unde, by the rvay?” 

“They seemed to get along all right The und 
gave her a lot of money, or as much as they coul( 
afford. She had a good allowance and she always wor 
good dothes. That’s all.” 

“One more question. Did she ever speak of suidd 
to you?” 

"Sure. The way everybody does, I speak of it Eva 
you I imagine.” 

“But spedfically, jumping off the City of Essex 
Did she say anything about that yesterday at lunch 
Or any other time? What I’m trying to get at is, wa 
suidde on her mind?” 

“No, I wouldn’t say it tvas,” 

“That’s what I think. There’s something screvr 
about this whole thing. I've read enough detectiv( 
stories to know that a young girl, pretty and all that 
she doesn’t pack her bag the way Gloria did just tx 
knock herself off. That was a love trip, if you don’ 
mind my saying so. One more question, Mr. Brunner.' 

“You said that a minute ago.” 

“This is important. I just want to show you I’m no 
a complete dope. Have you been in communicatioi 
with the family since yesterday?” 

“No. I tried to get them by phone but they v/ouldn’i 
answer. I guess the phone—” 

“Has been disconnected. I thought you'd say that 
And so has yours been disconnected. And you weren’l 
out to get a paper today. So how do you knov/ aboiil 

this?” ' -r 
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■. ?!J.ust giving'^pu' a' sample o! what yduMl get' £rom 
;^i;\fapys'si^&. .'girls on the tabloids. Muldplied • by 
. fijEty'and ydb-liave ah idea." - 

■■.i‘‘Welh -;tn.y phone ’isp't , disconnected,' -.^so. you’re 
■wrong."' ■ 

-^Yes', an'd you’re, lying." Oh, don’t worry. I don’t 
think yoii did dt.' dome oh. I’ll take you away from 


•’the' wolves." '.i ' . - 

"Will tliey really break op'en the apartment?” 

"Oh, probably..jnot..^ just taking you uptoiVTi as a 
friendly act." The.f*awh'£' interested in you as mucli as 
in some elderly guy.HTbat’s-all I know about him, 
and tliat’s all tliey joiow'. fie •vyas part of her past. A 
very big part, 1 should 'Say. Coming?" 

"All right." ^ 

"I’ll buy you a-dnrik. Jesns, guy, you don't think I 
like tliis, do you? Have.you heard anyof tlienew Louis 
Armstrong records?’;’ 

"No new one^.-'VlTiat ever happened to the little 
dame you had that played the piano?" 

"Married. That's what we all ought to do. You too.” 

“I’m going to.” 

"I have a novel almost finished. As soon as I finish 
it and get the dough and stay on the wagon three 
months. You better lock your windows just in case." 



I M PREPARING z ■ paper on .-N.eiv York newspapers/* 
said Joab Ellery Reddin^-t^. • “Will, y;ou reserve, a 
copy of all the papers for ;ine?'iyefy}:4ay?” 

“Yes, sir. We don’t gei/tto/all/hut I can order 
them for you if you tell me how long you’ll want 
them." , 


“A month. Shall I pay you-'eyeisy day?” 

/'That’ll be'^i''right/‘’'s<iid^ tlie ^newsdealer. 

And so ev'^'^^temoon Dr. -Reddington would go 
from his office in the high sc&dolibuirding, down to 
the railroad station, and back to his 'office. He would , 


open each paper so that the finandal page was on the 
outside, and he would sit and read every word about 
the Wandrous case. With fear and trembling he 
watched the beginning, the growth, and the decline in 
references to an older man, a middle-aged man, an 
elderly man. Dr. Reddington still had in cash the 
money he was going to pay Gloria for her promise 
never to mention his name, and he carried this 


money tvith him all the time. He never kneiv when 
he was going to have to use it. He did not knoiv 
where he would go, but he would go someiyhere. Then 
one, then two, then all the papers described jc man 

A Major in the Ordnance Department ^nng ^ 

whose name police refused to divulge. The po ^ 
good arid sick of tlie case and only ^ - 

cause* one of the tabloids would nm 
The police said they only wanted t ' 


tioning. 
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